
Punk Planet 


about 


L unacfr 


the stinky side of the shoe. 


PUNK PLANET 


050644401091 09 
FINE PRINT *2.00 






















toojnany addresses 


o o o o o o o 


All the answers as to where you should mail what you’ve got lie below. Just pay attention & read! 
all the way down the list and you should know where things go. If yer still confused even after! 

reading all this, then give the PPInfoline a call & we can walk you through it.[ 
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Dan Sinker l Q a y to ^ay maintenance, plan- 
Jeteer recruiter,distribution boy, 
[layout maker, dumb as toast 


Jul ia Cole J Day to day mainte- 

-- r nance, money maker, 

I mail room clerk. 


make any and all checks <fi money orders out to JULIA COLE, not Punk Planet 


Please send all submissions and letters to 



Punk Planet North 
PO box 1559 Chicago, IL 60690 

to all people mailing in submissions: please, if you can send along a 3 
1/2" floppy disk with your piece on it in a word processor file (it can 
be Mac or IBM so long as you tell us which one it is). Better yet, make 
it a general text file! 

Also, to those of you that TYPE IN ALL CAPS, don't, it's annoying. 


Fanzines & Records for review go to: 


Punk Planet South 
do Will Dandy 
Route 2 Box 438 Leeds, AL 


ft, 

§1 This is the address that you should send any art 

(photos, comics, whatever) to: Punk PlonGt Motor City 

■■HlA do Lois Lame 

POB 721145, Berkley Ml 48072 



r UPS guru, box hauler, sorry he 
ever mentioned that he could 
help. 


Zine & Record collector 


f C Karen Fisher) , maker (a|beit 

not this issue). 



For all you electronic whizzes 
(and really, who isn't) letters, 
submissions, and general corre- 
spondance can be sent to: 




And finally, the direct line to a 
good time: the PPInfoline, reserve 
your ad space, find out submission 
information, and talk about distro 
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1/6 page (2 


no major label ads . Fuck you!, 


all ads are due October 10th 


special thanks must go out to 
Josh Hooten, without whose talent & car¬ 
ing, this issue may have never come out 
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Another bi-month, another issue of Punk Planet. For some reason, this issue seemed harder to get finished 
than any issue before it.These things happen I guess. Anyway, I hope you enjoy the new issue, extra special care 
was taken on the layout of it, so notice & enjoy it. Many many hours were lost on your behalf. 

Here’s the normal intro junk: 

We will accept anything (articles, short stories, DIY info, comics, interviews, anything). However, that’s not 
a guarentee that it’ll get printed. We have space constraints and a level of quality that both factor into what gets 
in and what doesn’t Not sure if you’ll get in? GIVE US A CALL !!Talk it through with us. we’ll let you know & 

probably will ask to see it., see that wasn’t so bad now was it? 
If you’re trying to figure out what we ALWAYS need. I’ll tell you: Articles & Fiction.These are always in 
demand, so write, write write!! Also, if you fancy yourself as the artsy type & want to do a regular comic, get in 

touch & we’ll work something out 

A quick word to the wise: we rarely need columns ! We have a TON of regular columnists, and just don’t have the 
space to print many others, so proceed with caution. But what’s most important? WRITE WRITE WRITE!! 
We are volunteer run and we make no profit what so ever off of this publication. All money made goes back 
into Punk Planet We will review any record or zine as long as it is not on a major label (even if the band itself is. 
but the record is not) and will not be biased as to whether it is punk or not since we have about as little a clue 
what that means as you do. But keep in mind, that AIN T no guarantee of a good review. If it sucks (or—more 
importantly—if the reviewer assigned to it thinks it sucks), we’ll say it sucks. 
As always, we hope you enjoy this issue, and if not we encourage you to make your own zine. In fact we 
encourage you to make your own zine anyway. 

-your friends at PP 
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new full length 
evr 25 

available sept.15th 
on cd, lp and eass 
10 new songs 


the release is yet untitled and the 
artwork isn't quite ready but is was 
produced by Richie Birkenhead and 
engineered by Ray Martin so it rocks 


equal vision records 
1 1 1 w. 24th st. 6th floor 
new york, ny 10011-1912 
send $ 1 fpr a complete catalog 
stores go direct tax - 2 I 2.627.3205 


evr 24 

available now 
9 truly incredible 
songs on 

cd - $11.00, 

Ip and cass - $8.80 


equal vision records! 
111 w. 24th st. 6th floor! 
new york, ny 10011-1912} 
send $ 1 for a complete catalog! 
J stores go direct fax - 212.627.3205| 















A/EW MOIST 7" 

'Together Forever/Tired 


Two brand new up tempo, 
catchy, punk love songs 
by those crazy kids 
from Stockton, California/ 


Send $ 4.00 ppd U.S.A./ 
$ 6.00 ppd World 
Payable to: S. Bhardwaj 
More Fun Records 
P.O. Box 60263 
Sacramento, CA 95860 
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documentation 
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From New York City 
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‘HtyAtlife 

10 new kiek ass, in your 
face songs from 
former members of the 
ROAD VULTURES 
Available now on CD onlyl 
Send $10 to: 


CIRCUMSTANTIAL 


RECORDS 

408 WEST ST. CLAIR AVE., #318 
CLEVELAND, OH 44113 




RECORDS 


distributed wholesale by» 
Dischord Direc tJEbulfrion, 
also Cargo & Dutch East fie 
direct. (Europe** Common Cs ut 
X Mist.De Konkarrent) 
Busy rebuilding spacecraf 
& researching antiquitiei 
so order from:Ebullition, 
Blacklist^ery.Positively 
Punk,One Wav.Mud Puddle 
— for faster service, or- 

7 53 IP $7 all postpaid foreign add 52 per itei 
money order payable to» Tonie Joy, or well conceak 
cash-U*currency ie nd stamp for catalog 
" - 


P.a BOX 22202 
BALTIMORE, MO. 
21203-4202 
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ALL 
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ti° n 


Concentration 


Cougar 


Camp 


da 


must 


Jon 

■^Concentration 
“back in the 
l.5-^ Q nn 7 

checks and money orders 
made payable to MARK WHYTET 


♦Distributers please write me. 

♦STORES WE DEAL DIRECT_ 

Postage: 

Seven inches: Canada add *.50 
World add *1 (surface). 

ampground Records 

| P-O. Box 18133 
Fort1 and - Or. 972IS 


be 


Seven inches: *3ppd/ or 2 for *5ppd 
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(/)ue out late September featuring Unwound, Samuel, No Use 
For A Name, some very thoughtful articles, a punk rock cross¬ 
word puzzle and a bunch more zine crap. Oh yeah, and it friggin 
looks great! Back issues still availible, #2 is $5 because we only 
have 30 left, #3 is the regular $3.(Hint: buy in stores or mailorder 
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CHRISTDRIVI 


DISKONTO 
Bead ^tlcncc 

STATE OF THE UNION 

assilasii 


post-paid i 


World Airmail ■ 


With unrelenting, skull-crushing power, 
CHRISTDRIVER unleash their awesome "experi¬ 
ence" on the world. Formed by former members 
of Seattle's SUBVERT, this new project is a giant 
leap beyond the ordinary! 

DISKONTO are from Sweden and play some of the 
wickedest Swedish punk since the days of MOB 
47, SHITLICKERS and (early) ANTI-CIMEX. No 
over-produced, death-metal wanking here—just 9 
songs of classic punk rock! 

Having been an inspiration behind the formation 
of P.E., we are honored to release the newest 7" 
release from political punk legends DEAD SI¬ 
LENCE. Another great, all-out punk attack! 

STATE OF THE UNION bring forth a new chaotic 
assemblage of raw hardcore, moody instrumen¬ 
talism and blasphemous dub mixes. A horrific 
decent into the depths of gloom and dispair. 

As long as our drunken bastard neighbors keep 
on forming incredibly awesome bands, we ll just 
be forced to keep on releasing their records!! Lis¬ 
tening to ASSRASH is more fun than watching 
Jesse Helms' public execution... well, maybe not! 


PROFANE EXISTENCE - P.0. BOX 8722 - MINNEAPOLIS, MN 55408 - USA 
DISTRIBUTION: TEL: 612-827-2533 - FAX: 612-827-2100 
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Dear Friend and 
Supporter— 

ABC No Rio is now once 
again under the gun of New 
York Cityis Department of 
Housing Preservation and 
Development (HPD). We were 
recently served a petition for 
eviction proceedings. At the 
hearing on June 19, our attor¬ 
ney y, Jackie Bukowski, asserted that the 
Cityis petition was improperly served, 
and initiated counter-claims detailing 
negligent management by HPD of No 
Riois premises at 156 Rivington Street. 
The hearing was adjourned until July 6, 
9:30 AM (Part 52, Room 1166 at 111 



Centre Street). No reason for the eviction 
has been given; as you may well know, No 
Rio has endured an adversarial relation¬ 
ship with HPOD for almost all its fifteen 
years of existence. 

ABC No Rio once again needs your 
help. We are mounting another cam¬ 
paign to save No Rio, and need to show 
HPD and the City how much support we 
enjoy, locally and nationally. PLEASE 
PLEASE PLEASE take the trouble and 
time to send or fax letters of support to 
the following: 


Deborah Wright, Commissioner of 
HPD, 100 Gold Street, New York, NY 
10038; fax: (212) 267-2565 

Kathryn Freed, City Councilmember, 

51 Chambers Street, New York, NY 
10007; fax: (212) 788-2565 

Ruth Messinger, Manhattan Borough 
President, 1 Centre Street, New York, NY 
10007; fax: (212) 669-4900 

Please be sure to send along a copy to 
us at 156 Rivington Street, or fax a copy 
to our attorney at (212) 280-1613. 

Despite these difficulties ABC No Rio 


remains committed to presenting alter¬ 
native and noncommercial art and perfor¬ 
mance, poetry readings, music, and film 
and video screenings. We remain a hos¬ 
pitable venue for emerging artists, and 
the space is available for meetings and 
workshops. We are now also home to the 
New York City chapter of Food Not 
Bombs, and help distribute food to those 
in need. We hope to continue these activ¬ 
ities, and hope ABC No Rio remains a 
cultural fixture on the Lower East Side 
for many years to come. If you can help 
out further, or would like more info, give 
us a a call at (212) 254-3697. Also any 
financial contributions would now be 
enormously appreciated. Contributions 
are tax deductible; make checks out to 
ABC No Rio. Thanks for your continued 
support. 

The ABC No Rio Collective 



Hey Spunk Planet, 



“No major label ads,” huh? 
Well, maybe next issue you 
ought to take that claim a little 
more seriously. I’m referring to 
page 28 of the latest issue of 
yer little rag (#8). You know, the 
full page ad with the snazzy re¬ 
issues of that old Social 
Distortion and Vandals stuff? 
Well, maybe you people should read the 
fine print on the neato promo copies of 
said re-ish’s, I’m sure you people 
received. If you folks were perceptive 
enough, you might have noticed, in fine 
print, “manufactured by Artista Records,” 
and the bottom of each purty lil record, 
cd, and cassette. Guess we all can’t be 
perfect, huh? And to think, people slag 
Tim Yo left and right for his staunch 
refusal to take ads from major-owned 
“indies” like Caroline. Oh well, maybe you 
younguns’ll learn. At least the article on 


the economics of punk publishing was 
worth at least a clam or two. 


Old and stupid, and sticking 
with MRR, 


Tony Beliech 

PO Box 1444 Pensacola FL 32597 

Yep, there's nothing to say but that we total¬ 
ly fucked up on that one. For the record 
though, we didn't receive any promo from 
them, or anything that in any way said that 
they were owned by Artista records. Now we 
know & have written them a letter refusing to 
accept any more ads or releases from them. 
Thanks, 


Dan Sinker 



I’m a faithful reader of 
Punk Planet and it pisses me 
off to see mrr smash you. Mrr 
is made up of the most hippo- 
critical writers, one issue they 
will say something rules and in 
the next just because people 
start buying it they say they are 
sellouts. A little word of advice 
for Ben Weasel, if you dont 
' want people to listen to the 
music you praise then why even put it in 
your zine. 

Mike 




Dear Punk Planet, 

I am writing today to inform 
your readerships of several fac¬ 
tual errors concerning my 
friends Scooby Don’t that were 
in Dan’s column in Punk Planet 
#7. I would also like to add my 
personal opinion of them as a 
band and people to somewhat 
balance Dan’s negative opinions. 
First, the facts. After talking to Mike 










Scooby he told me they took $30.00 from 
the door at the Potatomen show to help 
pay for the food provided at the pre-show 
BBQ. Matt Scooby works at a food co-op 
and was able to provide much food (let’s 
say they fed about 30-40 people) very 
cheap. The beer was donated to them, 
leftover from someone else’s party, and 
was in fact free. 

For three years, the Scooby Don’t 
house, has been host to many shows that 
went like this: BBQ, show, Party and gen¬ 
eral hanging around. Doing shows like 
this has it’s plusses, lot’s of people show 
up so the bands get more money, and it’s 
minuses, in the past they have had to put 
up with fights, thefts, neighbor com¬ 
plaints all the problems that go along 
with having a party. Occasionally there 
would be a huge turnout, like last sum¬ 
mer’s Rorscach show, and some money 
would be set aside to help pay for smaller 
turnouts, like last summer’s Rhythm 
Collision show. All of this was done in a 
fiscally responsible manner, I don’t think 
you could ever get a single complaint 
from any band that has played that 
house. I would also like to point out, just 
from my two examples of the wide variety 
of punk bands they put on, this was also 
at a time when Minneapolis had no club 
and the scene relied on about 3 base¬ 
ments for shows. 

Dan’s column made Scooby Don’t 
look like a bunch of potheads trying to 
constantly suck up to Larry. If Dan didn’t 
watch Scooby Don’t play (like he claims 
in his column) how does he know which 
particular band members were always 
asking where Lariy was. I would also like 
to point out that only two people in 
Scooby Don’t actually live at the house. 
Bill lives with me, and he says he didn’t 
talk to Larry at all, AND one of those 
times you heard a “where’s Larry?” could 
very well have been me. I hate talking 


about my friends illegal activities in print, 
but more members of D4 smoke pot than 
Scooby Don’t. 

A few weeks after the Potatomen 
show there was another show at Scooby 
Don’t, Scared of Chaka, The Kung Fools, 
and the Salteens. It was almost a repeat 
of the Potatomen show, less people, better 
food, worse beer, everyone wanting to talk 
to the Sticker Guy, everyone has a good 
time and goes home happy. How can you 
find fault with this? 

Sincerely, 

Jason Parker 
jparker@mail.cee.umn.edu 
2020 Seabuiy Ave 
Minneapolis, MN 55406 

ps. the band that played later 
that night, after your return from SA, 
were the Salteens, you shouldn’t have 
ignored them, 6 months from now you 
will be praising their greatness. 



To Punk Planet, 


In regards to your Aus- 
Rotten interview [Punk Planet #8]. 

I respect the band’s right to 
j express themselves, but cannot 
justify spending two pages 
spreading misinformation all in 
the name of political awareness. 

As a fairly large zine, tiy to 
show a little accountability and 
responsibility. Opinions backed 
by second hand information without doc¬ 
umentation are pure speculation. 

Do not spread the disease by word of 
mouth. Please keep unsubstantiated 
opinions to yourselves unless you have 
the facts, not hear say to back them up. 



Thanks! 


Kris 



Punk Planet, 


I would like to write you 
about an annoyance I have with 
your fanzine. I get frustrated 
when I read a column of one of 
your columnists, and see that 
the only way to reach him by 
person is to have a computer 
that lets you use the internet. I 
think that your columnists 
should put down addresses as well. That 
is all I have to say other than GET J. 
ATRYANDFR PANIC BACK AS A COLUM¬ 



NIST, and please give me a small 
response as to whether or not you will 
give your columnists addresses, so that 
those of us in favor of pen and paper can 
get in touch with your colunists. 


Sincerely, 


Chirs Parrino 
6269 Apache Plume 
Rio Rancho NM 87124 


Chris, 

We don't require our columnists to give any 
addresses at all (you'll see that a few don't 
have any way to reach them at the end of 
their columns.) It's up to them whether they 
want to list a real address, a po box, an e- 
mail address, or nothing at all! 

If you can't get in touch with one of our 
columnists directly, you can always write 
them care of the Punk Planet North address, 
and we'll forward it to them. It may take a 
little longer, but rest assured that the letter 
WILL get to them, even though it may take a 
year & a half to hear back from them (I 
should talk. I'm guilty of being pokey on writ¬ 
ing back to people that write to me). 

Dan Sinker 
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Punk Planet and Bob 
^ Conrad, 

I know Brian wrote a letter 
too but since I’ve been accused 
of being a liar and a censor, I 
felt I should respond to your 
article on “the Economics of 
Punk Publishing.” I find it 
embarrassing that you compare 
what Fred Woodworth has expe¬ 
rienced as far as censorship is concerned 
to Blacklist not wanting to carry a 
fanzine. It’s hypocritical to accuse me of 
twisting my language around and then 
call me a “censor” because I reject your 
fucking fanzine. 

For the record, “some of us” not “one 
of us” decided we didn’t want to carry 
Second Guess #8. Two other workers told 
me they thought it was offensive and 
lame. Since they felt strongly enough to 
ask me to send it back, and I trust and 
respect their opinions, I felt no qualms 
about sending it back. I hadn’t personally 
listened to it, but I didn’t want to carry 
something that people I work with had 
strong feelings against. That makes three 
of us now. I could care less if it was 
crossed out of your catalog at the time— 
it’s not our responsibility to be your sole 
distributor. Also, since this “incident” 
occurred almost two years ago, I’m not 
sure why it’s being harped upon now. 

We are not obligated to carry every 
issue of a zine just because we carried 
one. Some publications are more consis¬ 
tent than others—if we don’t like it, we 
don’t have to carry it, and that is not cen¬ 
sorship! I’m not going to stop you from 
publishing, or advertising, or doing your 
own distribution—I just won’t do shit 
work for you in my spare time. 

Which brings me to another thing... 
people feel so righteous and eager to com¬ 
plain about Blacklist and Epicenter—usu¬ 
ally when we won’t kiss their asses. 



Neither place is perfect, but the fact that 
you can get 30 or so nice kids to work at 
keeping them open for little reward is pret¬ 
ty fucking rad. We don’t all agree on how 
we should run things or what we should 
carry and we aren’t always organized... but 
frankly if you don’t like how we do things 
then 1) shut up and leave us alone, 2) 
come out and help us, or 3) start your own 
distro/record store/whatever. 

Jen Angel complained that it’s a prob¬ 
lem that only one person at Blacklist 
deals with zines, to which I must replay, 
everyone else is busy doing payments, fill¬ 
ing orders, updating computer files, going 
to the post office, etc.. We’re pretty damn 
stoked when any one person wants to 
take on a task. When I stated volunteer¬ 
ing, no one else wanted to deal with car¬ 
rying zines. Now that I’ve seen how many 
shitty ones there are out there, I can kind 
of understand why. But my word is by no 
means law. Other workers do order zines, 

I just deal with the bulk of them. 

Basically, quit your whining. We reject 
zines every day, so don’t make out yer so 
damn specially and oppressed, cause 
you’re not. You bore me. 

luv, 

Missy Lavallee 

Blacklist/Epicenter shitworker, 
cat lover, and not a hippie 

Punk Planet and Bob 
^ Conrad 

Oh god. I can’t believe I’m 
writing a “fanzine” letter, but 
unfortunately I’m annoyed 
enough to bother this time 
around. Even though I basically 
like Bob Conrad and his zine 
(with the exception of featuring 
Kevin Seconds a few too many 
times), I’m pretty bummed on 
his article. Here’s why: 


First of all, Blacklist does not censor 
anyone. We are a VOLUNTEER run opera¬ 
tion meaning that if someone here has a 
problem with something that we cany we 
shouldn’t carry it. People work here 
because they want to invest their time in 
something they like and/or believe in. So 
stop whining. 

Secondly, I hate zines. I refuse to deal 
with them at all with the exception of the 
few that I feel are really worth spending 
the necessary time and energy to put on 
our shelves. Carrying zines is nothing 
short of annoying for Blacklist. Because 
the mechanics of actually producing a 
zine are becoming increasingly cheaper 
and more accessible, the “small press” is 
over run with pure and unadulterated 
crap. My only reaction to the glut of crap 
is to ignore and not buy it. 

Third, the only issue of Second Guess 
that we didn’t want to carry was the 
audio one. Why? Because audio zines 
suck. One person was offended and the 
rest of us were just plain unhappy to be 
stuck with multiple copies of an audio 
zine that we were never going to be able 
to sell. My understanding with Bob was 
that we had a standing order for each 
issue of his zine when it came out. The 
audio format wasn’t our thing and maybe 
I didn’t make as good an effort to explain 
myself as I could have, but the reaction 
was unwarranted. Come volunteer here if 
you think we suck. We’ve got plenty for 
you to do. 

Ben Weasel... oh god. Why bother. 

I talked to Jen Fucktooth myself. She 
was upset with us because we decided to 
stop carrying extensive back issues of 
zines. Our primary reasoning being that 
zines are seldom kept consistently in 
print and are sometimes really dated—it 
was becoming a real hassle to keep our 
shelves and the catalog consistent. 
Whatever. Jen was producing issues of 













Punk Planet, 


her zine at incredible speed. We can’t 
carry everything. We can’t carry every 
issue of every zine. We can’t. 

Anyway, this is stupid. Fuck you all. 
Start your own mailorders. I hope I let 
you all down. 

Brian Of 

Blacklist Mailorder 

PS. Missy is the zine queen. She rules. 

Al/ssy and Brian: 

Missy, just how many new assholes are you 
begging for? Not only are you a liar, but you 
fail Reading Comprehension 101. I never 
called you a censor, nor did I compare my 
situation with Fred's (rather, I compared it to 
ANSWER Mel's). What I said was that 
whether or not this incident (of you and your 
co-volunteers rejecting Second Guess after I 
was told to send 20 copies of each issue) was 
censorship was DEBATABLE. In fact I AVOID¬ 
ED any such conclusion simply because I 
don't claim to have all the answers. You are 
still lying because you specifically told me 
over the phone that only ONE person had a 
problem with Second Guess. This point is 
negligible; what's important is you don't 
have your facts straight and the routine you 
and your co-volunteers base your selection 
process on is the foundation for censorship, 
intentionally or not. 

Here's how: Blacklist sets itself to be a dis¬ 
tributor of zines, books and music for and to 
the public. Blacklist frequently rejects these 
things because of content; meaning, one or 
more Blacklist volunteers don't agree with it 
or “don't feel comfortable" with it. When 
apparently as few as ONE person decides 
they don't “feel comfortable" with some¬ 
thing, that item is effectively rejected by the 
whole group. 

In a time when it's hard enough for punk kids 
to have their records and zines distributed, 
you are faced with a situation that at best is 
problematic; at worst it resembles tactics of 


the kind of censorship you and your pals 
would've been whining about 15 years ago 
when your record covers weren't printed by 
printers who “didn't feel comfortable" with 
the heavy-handed political statements or 
graphics. A sidebar to the article in question 
(originally in Second Guess # 12) pointed out 
how a Midwest printer refused to print por¬ 
tions of the lesbian sex-mag On Our Backs 
because they disagreed with the content, this 
was after the printer solicited material of 
the sexual nature. Sound familiar? 

Both of you assert a “love it or leave it" sen¬ 
timent that fails to address the issue at hand 
(much like our simple-minded pro-war coun¬ 
terparts in times of national crisis). Since I do 
know what it is like (including, yes, a 
mailorder) to devote my time and energy to 
things I get little out of — even things I don't 
quite “feel comfortable" with — / think I 
have every right to point out the behavior of 
people like Missy who thinks a volunteer 
position elevates her precious ass out some 
sub-intellectual gutter. That, kid, is called 
snobbishness. 

By structure alone Blacklist and similar orga¬ 
nizations don't effectively work to meet the 
intended goals. In the interest of trying to 
please a few — whoever decides they want 
to devote time to the project that week — 
Blacklist is alienating a good portion of the 
public it is intended to support. Why you 
don't get this baffles me, but I will say that 
zines such as mine, and probably other ones 
you reject for content-based reasons, are in 
reality hardly threatening to your process or 
personal views. Blacklist's structure and 
Missy's immature behavior set an example 
you really didn't need me to illustrate. 
Others, as I pointed out, have caught on. 
From what I understand you're digging a 
hole for yourselves anyway. Don't try and 
make that out to be others' responsibility 
simply because they find fault with it. 

-Bob 




Thanks for the article about 
the realities of zine production, 

I read it with great vigor. I’ve 
been publishing my own zine 
for four years now, learning 
much about the triads and 
tribulations of being a small 
publication that didn’t fit a 
niche or experience runaway 
success. I’ve seen more than a few rejec¬ 
tion letters, been ripped off by more than 
one entity, and been misunderstood by 
many more. I keep going despite never 
breaking even on my art, somehow it’s 
enough knowing that there are a handful 
of folks out there that appreciate what I 
do. I’m constantly experimenting and 
learning more about my craft never 
expecting too much, but pushing forward 
nevertheless a little more with each issue. 
It’s a tireless, thankless job I continue 
doing because more than anything else, 
it’s important to me. Which is the only 
word of advice I can give to anyone, if 
you’re not doing it because you love to 
write and publish, you’re doing it for the 
wrong reasons and you’ll never get past 
issue number two. 

Thanks for giving me the forum 

Will 

Independent Publishers Group 
PO Box 40611 Memphis TN 38174 



I am writing in response to 
an article I read in the 
July/August issue of Punk Planet. 
“An article about the realities of 



zine production,” which discussed, 
for the most part, the evils of cen¬ 
sorship and other difficulties that 
independent publishers face. The 
part that caught my eye and pissed 
me off, however, began with these 








words: “the trend to produce zines has left the 
underground flooded with countless self-made 
publications: most of them not very good.” I 
read PP on a regular basis and I think that it’s 
a very interesting zine, but I was crushed as I 
read on and felt like I should respond in 
defense of my own zine, which is very “good” if 
I may say so myself (by the way, I couldn’t 
find anyone’s name on the article, so, 
whomever the author is, I slap this in yr face). 

A note to those morons who use the 
words “trendy,” “sellout” etc. to denounce 
zines, bands, whatever: FUCK YOU! 

Who are you to decide what is “good”? 
America is full of unique individuals who can 
decide on their own what is a good publica¬ 
tion. The reason I publish my zine is to share 
my point of view and nothing more, if you find 
it “lacking communicative skills,” or as you 
described most zines, “ill-thought out poorly 
constructed pieces of crap,” then for gosh 
sakes, stop reading and give it to someone 
who might like it! Did you feel like you needed 
to put an end to all those zine you deemed 
inferior? Does it really matter that there are 
zines out there that may be “pieces of crap”? 
The greater aspects of zines will still exist even 
if they are floating around with the dull ones. I 
had a hard enough time creating my zine, 
telling myself that no one would care what I 
thought without your thoughtless words. 

Taren Hill 
Red Flipper fanzine 
46332 Redwood ave. 

Jacksonville FL 32207 



Dear Punk Planet, 



Hippie punks have never 
impressed me, particularly when 
they are snobby and self- 
obsessed. I am, of course, writing 
to complain about a bad review 
my band’s record got in issue #8. 
What will happen to my band 
now if someone reads this review 


and decides not to buy a copy? What if 
Lariy Livermore reads it and decides not to 
sign us to Lookout? Not only are you hin¬ 
dering the sales of this release, but putting 
us in jeopardy for the future. 

Censorship? You decide. 

By removing our financial support, you 
have in effect completely silenced our band 
as much as if you had broken into our 
practice space, stolen our equipment and 
shot us all in the back of the head. Is this 
an overstatement? Am I totally reaching? Is 
this dumb? Am I a baby? NO! 

Censorship or not, Punk Planet’s review 
process is flaky at best. You may feel that 
just because it’s your magazine that you are 
free to say what you want, but, you see, the 
funny thing about censorship is how it’s 
viewed. What gets censored is what is 
unpopular to somebody in a position of 
power to declared it unacceptable. Since 
people put themselves in that position, it 
can’t be argued that only officials or govern¬ 
ment entities can censor. 

Censorship? Uh... you decide. 

What makes this all the more heinous 
breach of the social contract is that in the 
past our releases have been given good 
reviews by your magazine. What’s up with 
that?! You can’t just... change you mind! 

You have an OBLIGATION to help promote 
OUR STUFF. Sure, you can say we could 
send it to other zines, but well... we want 
YOU to do it. We will be awaiting a retrac¬ 
tion and a good review soon. 

Censorship? Duh... you decide. 

On a somewhat related topic, I have just 
written an article for your zine. It is an in- 
depth expose of how having my record reject¬ 
ed from Maximum Rock N Roll was actually 
comparable to being placed in a Gulag in the 
Stalinist era USSR I will be sending it to you 
forthwith, and you better print it, or else that 
would be... well you decide. 

Sincerely, 

Drane Blackthorn 



Dear Punk Planet People, 



Just thought i’d letcha 
know what I was thinking. OK, 
to begin with, I wanna say I like 
Punk Planet for the most part. 

Of course who can be perfect: 

But.it is those full page ads 

that I must say, stink! I guess it 
would be one thing if all the 
space was even half way utilized, 
but it’s not. It just seems like such a waste 
of space that could be used for smaller 
ads. I guess this is one thing I agree on 
with MRR. Wow. I dunno. I suppose it 
gives Punk Planet a sorta corporate, un- 
”DIY” feel. Anywayz, other than that, you 
people do a fine job. Everyone could use a 
little constructive criticism from time to 
time. Right? 

Philip Lawrence 
Atlanta, GA 




Dear Punk Planet, 

I’m happy that PP & MRR 
aren’t going to bash each other 
any longer because both repre¬ 
sent different sides of punk. 
MRR is the more literal side, the 
kind people think of, but PP 
proves that punk is more than 
just angry, rebellious, & other 
stereotypical traits (true, but 
still stereotypical). In a zine where one is 
encouraged to read the Bible, somebody 
actually contemplates life, a ghost writes 
a weird & wacky (non?)fiction story about 
a mouse named Justin, a guy proclaims 
he’s romantic without seeming like he’s 
just saying it to get laid—and this zine 
calls itself punk? Now that’s punk (but 
who am I to say what’s punk?). Have a 
nice day. 

Valerie 
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I stood there with the door open, my eyes burning, 
my ears buzzing so loudly that they felt like they were 
going to explode. I saw a fly move through the air, each 
wing slowly moving up, then down, taking ages to com¬ 
plete a cycle. I could feel something heavy in my hand, but 
couldn’t quite focus enough to turn my head to see what 
it was. The door let out a groan as its old hinges grew 
tired of supporting me. 

“Dan!” a tinny voice rang out from the telephone, 
“is everything okay?” 

Who was on the phone? What was going on? “Paul?” 

I said into the phone, hesitantly. “I gotta call you back.” I 
hung up the phone. Someone was standing in my doorway. 
Rachel.The news. Bruce was dead. By his own hand. 

I’m having a terrible time writing a column about 
this, and yet I feel like I have to. I’ve been going over every¬ 
thing in my head constantly for days now, and I still can’t 
process the entire thing. I can only see this in bits and 
pieces, each one disjointed and unrelated to the next 

Unwound said it best “it’s a shattered day all around.” 
Because shattered is all you get It’s all you’re left with.The 
fragments of a time that has been violently forced into that 
time to be known as “the past” from this day onward. 
There is no going back, there is no second chance. 

“it’s a shattered day in your town.” 

And that’s where I keep ending up, my hometown. 
That’s where I first met Bruce. He was friends with my 
then girlfriend’s older brother.They had the kind of house 
that all the kids ended up hanging out at all summer.There 
was a constant tide of new faces bopping in and out of the 
house from dawn ‘till dusk. So many new people in such a 
short amount of time, I honestly can’t remember the first 
time I met him. 

But I did meet him, and that’s what matters. He 
wanted me to teach him guitar, so he could go back to 
Minneapolis and start playing guitar for the band he sung 
for at the time. I agreed, even though I wasn’t terribly pro¬ 
ficient at it. 

The first lesson we ever had, I taught him Cobat 
84’s “Rapist” it was the first time I had ever heard anything 
like that before in my life. I was half amused, half shocked 
at the chorus, “hang ‘em, hang ‘em, hang 'em high! Watch 
the fucking bastard die!!” A level of militancy that has yet 
to be beat by any riot grrrl band anywhere. 


After that first lesson, Bruce would stop by all the 
time, a new record under his arm meant a new song to 
teach him. It went on that way for the entire summer, but 
it went beyond just playing guitar. He’d take me to record 
stores, he’d show me fanzines, and explain foreign con¬ 
cepts like “straight-edge” to me. He wasn’t the only one 
learning that summer. I was learning too. Little did I know 
that what I learned in a few months was going to affect 
my life so dramatically. 

We had a falling out sometime that next year, but 
we had so many mutual friends by that time that I kept up 
on what he was up to. He still existed in my life, although 
I have my doubts whether I continued to exist in his. 

The falling out we had left me bitter and angry at 
him, and I don’t think I ever really thought about the influ¬ 
ence our brief, intense friendship had over me. 

You see, if I had never met Bruce, never spent hours 
learning old oi & straightedge songs to teach him, I prob¬ 
ably would have never really gotten into punk (I was lis¬ 
tening to it before I met him, but never with much 
commitment). I wouldn’t have ever met most of the peo¬ 
ple I consider to be my friends. I would have never made 
any of my small one-off fanzines or be in my small one-off 
bands. But even larger things wouldn’t exist.Things you 
can’t trace back directly.Without Bruce, you can be pret¬ 
ty much assured that the magazine you’re now holding 
wouldn’t exist. It’s strange the way you can start tracing 
roots back and come up with one common denominator. 
It’s even stranger when you would have never have 
thought of that person as being the inspiration for so 
much of your life. 

I can’t help but let my mind wander to see where I 
would be if I had never met him.The twists a life takes, 
the turns it makes when it intersects with another’s soul, 
even for a brief moment.The possibilities are endless... or 
so I thought. 

But they can end. In a desperate night in a bed¬ 
room, all alone in your mind. A shot. It’s all it takes. 

I’ve reached a point now where all I really want to 
do is forget about it for a while, to just go on with every¬ 
thing as if this had never happened.Too bad no matter 
how hard I try to escape it, it shows up in the most unex¬ 
pected places. Lurking in corners, hiding behind street 
lamps, crouching under the table. 

I was at work today and a woman called apologis¬ 
ing for not calling back sooner. She explained that last 
week a friend of hers had a son commit suicide, and call¬ 
ing a landscaping company was the last thing on her mind. 

“Don’t worry about it,” I told her,“I think we know 
the same people, taking phone messages is the last thing 
on my mind.” 

We ended up talking for a half hour, and when it 
was through I could do nothing more than put my head 


down on my desk and try to remember to breath. 

“I thought it was so wonderful to see young people 
crying at the funeral,” she explained,“crying for him, when 
he thought no one cared about him at all.” 

Yeah, thanks. I was one of the young people'crying, and 
I don’t need your patronizing “it was wonderful” attitude. I was 
in pain, I still am, so don’t talk to me about how it “was such 
a shock,” because you don’t even know the meaning of the 
fucking word. 

I chocked back an answer and just let her keep talk¬ 
ing, listening to her voice slowly receed into the distant 
sound of wind blowing past her open car window. 

The strangest thing to me, is that during all of this, 
I’ve been waiting for some sort of carthatic event, a type 
of closure for this. It really surprised me that I thought 
something like this would happen, since I’m pretty much a 
skeptic when it comes to hallmark moments or whatever. 

A week after the funeral, that moment I was still 
waiting for still hadn’t come. I had tricked myself into 
thinking that out of all of this heartbreak, loss, and confu¬ 
sion of the past week there’d be something at the end of 
it all. Something that I could hang onto, to remind me of 
who I was and what I am now.Then, just as I had written 
it off as another event with no real meaning, it happened. 

I went to see J-Church at the over-crowded Fire¬ 
side Bowl. I managed to get a place up near the stage, and 
once they started playing, proceeded to dance by myself. 
All of a sudden, about three songs into the set, all the peo¬ 
ple at the back of the club moved forward, causing a giant 
tidal wave to flow through the crowd. .Once it reached 
the front, it had nowhere to go but flow backwards, and 
so it did, causing me to completly lose my balance. As I 
strugged to regain firm footing, an ape of a guy came 
crashing into me, sending me sprawling on my ass for the 
first time in probably two and a half years. As I lay there 
on the ground, looking up at the mass of bodies sur¬ 
rounding me, I suddenly became aware of being complet¬ 
ly inside my body. The sweat slowly trickling down the 
back of my neck, all the hair on my arms standing slightly 
on end, my left eye twitching slightly. And the whole time 
only one thought went through my head. 

I’ve never felt so alive. 



I lived in a college dorm for one year, where my 
hallmates bestowed upon me my most hallowed distinc- 
tion:“Most Likely to Be Taken Away by Aliens.” If only!! Fif¬ 
teen years later, I’m still waiting. (Hear that, up there??) 












I can’t be the only one who wishes that someone 
would just beam me up, away from this unenlightened 
sphere. Sure, I’d miss my family and friends, but I’d get a 
cool form-fitting uniform with Beatle boots, an outra¬ 
geous hairstyle, and be an explorer of the galaxy, a la Star 
Trek. I think I’d be a little bit like Dr. Crusher; you know, 
really smart with a take-charge style, and underneath, 
super sexy and vulnerable. I’d be a respected research 
scientist with a subspecialty in intergalactic languages and 
literature. I would spurn Will Ryker’s advances with a 
snub of my pretty nose, although I admit I might succumb 
to Jean-Luc’s charms. Even though he’s kind of old, he is 
pretty sexy. It’s probably the French name (you just know 
he’d be good), or the way he booms “Come!” when 
someone rings at his door. Most likely his accent. I am a 
major sucker for foreign accents. 

Do you think aliens would have foreign accents? 
I’m sure theirs would be really interesting, not all flat, 
metallic and buzzy like DarthVader or people without 
voiceboxes.Why do we always imagine the aliens speak¬ 
ing perfect English in a lifeless robotic style? Why could¬ 
n’t they speak French or Italian, smooth and suave? I 
prefer to think of them this way. And of course, they’d 
have no hair on their bodies, being so advanced evolu- 
tion-wise.They would be sexy without being overtly sex¬ 
ual; definitely in touch with their sensitive sides, yet very 
strong, smart and clever. We wouldn’t have to worry 
about their “taking over” — they wouldn’t be a warring 
race, because as our own experience shows us, if they 
still had wars on their home planet they wouldn’t have 
money for a space exploration program. 

That’s about all I can guess for sure about the 
aliens. Most of the other ideas I get about space travel 
are from Star Trek, one of my all time favorite shows. I 
once read a critique on Star Trek:The Next Generation 
in which the series was declared flat and dull.The author 
hoped he’d never live to see such a sterile and bland 
future. He believed that in a utopian world where no 
needs are left unfulfilled, life lacks spark and the characters 
lack, well, character.This is fine by me.That critic can stay 
out of it if that’s what he wants, because that just means 
more Enterprise for me! Who wouldn’t want to live there? 
No diseases or disabilities; no visible signs of organized 
religion, yet everyone desires love, peace and harmony; 
everyone’s really smart, polite, and reasonable (although 
people have arguments, they are individuals); there’s an 
absolutely breathtaking view; you can order whatever you 
want to eat or drink at any time; everyone reads a lot; 
everyone’s really into the arts and sciences; and on top of 
all that, there’s constant adventure and excitement, includ¬ 
ing almost daily interaction with heretofore unknown 
space anomalies, planets and species. And I haven’t even 
mentioned the holodeck, which basically lets you do or be 
anything you want, whenever you want, with no adverse 
consequences. If that’s boring, send me to dullsville. 


I’m not a Trekkie, although I won’t get mad if you 
call me one. I don’t have collectibles, I don’t go to con¬ 
ventions, I don’t like cute, furry Ewok-like creatures. (I 
like the mean ones, like the Klingons and the Romulans, 
though.) I hate Captain Kirk. He’s always screwing 
around with alien women, and they always fall for him! 
Yuck! He makes me scream, “What about the Prime 
Directive, you slimeball?!” If there are no female alien 
characters in an episode, Kirk just hits on one of his 
crew. Doesn’t Starfleet Academy teach the lessons of 
Tailhook? Ryker is just a 90’s version of the same 
unevolved, weasel-like creature. 

Besides Star Trek, I don’t think of myself as a big 
science fiction fen, although I’ve read all the William Gib¬ 
son books and I count Star Wars and 2001 among my 
favorite films. I instantly stop channel-changing when I hit 
one of those old In Search Of shows which eerily allude 
to Earth’s many alien visitations (crop circles, rocketship¬ 
like cave drawings, that sort of thing). My heart skips a 
beat when I see strange-looking lights in the sky, but 
unfortunately, after a second glance, none have turned 
out to be UFOs. I did once chase a small, white, glowing 
spherical object as it flew through the San Diego sky late 
one summer night. I maniacally drove underneath it for 
several miles before I confirmed it to be a man-made 
object (although I still don’t know exactly what it was). 

As much as I enjoy gobbling up mysterious alien- 
related tales, I don’t like, nor do I believe, stories about 
alien abductions where the Earthling abductees are 
probed with dental instruments and otherwise tortured 
physically. Although these stories are common, you just 
can’t convince me that beings on a higher plane would 
need crude metal tools to learn about us simple human 
creatures. One pass of the microcomputer—I’m sure 
that’s all it would take to analyze our physical structure. 
And if any of the aliens’ tests would be the slightest bit 
uncomfortable, surely they’d be polite enough to sedate 
us first Afterward, they’d certainly apologize for bringing 
us up without asking.Then they would give us some per¬ 
fectly fitting, comfy clothes, and feed us delicious and 
multi-colored foreign foods and beverages while we sat 
on enormous pillows and gazed out at the stars. After 
quickly analyzing our language and programming a com¬ 
puter to immediately translate both sides of the con¬ 
versation, we’d all have a nice chat, sharing insights about 
our planets’ respective geographies, cultural achieve¬ 
ments, and social vulgarities. (Surely those persons \£/ho 
claim to have been stranded naked in the desert by 
spaceships were merely deemed unfit conversational 
companions for our fine flying friends.) The witty and 
charming aliens would never, ever be so crude as to 
make Kirk-like sexual advances toward us; we’ve just 
met, after all! Of course, if we take a liking to one anoth¬ 
er, we can agree to stay on with them, sharing all kinds 
of adventures and pleasures. If we decide to return to 


Earth, sadly, we must be given a memory-loss capsule so 
we don’t scare others away with our wild and exotic 
tales. It’s so nice of them to do so, don’t you think? Oth¬ 
erwise we’d constantly be tortured, wondering whether 
we made the right choice in going back. Plus people 
would make fun of us and think we were crazy and stuff. 

An alternative to being abducted would be to meet 
an alien here on Earth. Some believe them to be already 
among us! Subscribing to this theory are Dan Sinker and 
a TV show I sometimes enjoy watching,The X-Files. Many 
episodes are about creepy serial killer/cannibal/cult/ 
human-size sucker fish — not too believable! But the 
plain, old-fashioned alien-from-another-planet-running- 
for-his-life episodes are pretty gripping. It seems likely 
that if our government knew aliens were here, the aliens 
would indeed be in danger, more than we would be from 
the aliens. The X-Files is so cynical, though. It offers a 
pretty bleak and hopeless message, where no one is to 
be trusted, things are always getting worse, and the good 
guys always lose. Just like real life. 

Better to watch Star Trek , where my hope and 
faith in humanity are restored, and then some! For one 
magical hour I have confidence that one day, our species 
will evolve enough to have no need for violence, respect¬ 
ing all life forms, rewarding intelligence, living as one plan¬ 
et, without giving up individuality or cultural pride. And I 
guess that’s why I like Star Trek so darn much. 

I hear high-pitched buzzing noises in my ears every 
so often. But try as I might, I have yet to receive decipher 
a message from the aliens in orbit. Til then. I’m tuned in 
and ready to go. ENERGIZE! 


I am not making this up. 

On a law school exam that I once had the misfor¬ 
tune of taking, the following question appeared: “Tom, a 
veterinarian, was called to Farmer Brown’s house to deal 
with the gastric problems of Bessie, a cow. Bessie was a 
very unhappy cow. To cure the problem,Tom placed a 
tube inside Bessie, and the gas began to rush out. As the 
gas rushed out,Tom wondered what would happen if he 
lit the gas.Tom pulled out a lighter, lit the onrushing gas, 
and blew up the cow. 

Who is responsible, and why? Answer in less than 
three pages.” 

This is the proper role of music in your life.' 

••• 

I am not making this up. 


















I had a dream last night that Bill Clinton was mas¬ 
turbating with a gigantic tub of Jergens hand lotion on the 
steps of the capital in Washington D.C. Dancing in front 
of him was Newt Gingrich, nude, with huge, pendulous 
breasts and big red nipples with aureoles the size of 
Mikhail Gorbachev’s giant red splotch. Hillary was there 
too, which seems appropriate, and she was dressed like 
little Bo Peep. The only notable thing about her outfit 
were the leather crotchless panties. 

This has nothing to do with music.The fact that I 
had this dream however, does concern me very much. 

••• 

I’m definitely not making this up. 

Some doofus in the letters section last issue called 
me a bleeding heart liberal, which I find absolutely hilari- 
ous.The guy (who goes by the name of Shawn Cassady — 
gee, do you suppose that it’s his real name ?) then goes on 
to slam Punk Planet in the following manner (and you’ll 
have to excuse the paraphrase): “I (Shawn) grew up in 
England, therefore I know what real punk is, you’re not 
real punk because you’re a bunch of Americans, and 
Americans are image obsessed and vain, so you must be 
image obsessed and vain, and I’m a real punk because peo¬ 
ple have been calling me a punk since I was 8 years old, 
and I live punk (which is a way of life) and all of you stu¬ 
pid Americans will grow out of it.” Then, as if to make sure 
we didn’t understand that he was more English than 
American (and therefore somehow intrinsically superior) 
he adds (and this is not a paraphrase): “You’re not going 
to print this anyway, so bugger off you bloody sods.” 

Ooh. I’m impressed.This “wanker” has the audacity 
to tell all of us that he is the only arbiter of who or what 
is punk — and that, moreover, no American is pure 
enough to pass the test. Uh, pardon me, but who’s vain 
and image obsessed around here? I think that Shawn may 
have graced us with the most inane, pathetic letter we’ve 
ever received. Thank you, Shawn, thank you. And thank 
you, also, for providing me with the subject for the rest of 
my rant. 

My girlfriend dated a guy from England once, and I 
have decided (from this limited experience, of course) 
that the English are the most lamest nation in the history 
of mankind. Here’s a nation that has fucked up the rest of 
the world since the middle ages, has no native culture 
worth a damn, has based its only useful additions to 
humanity on ideas stolen from other, more creative cul¬ 
tures, has perpetuated a class system so rigid that it fit 
right in when they decided to extend their empire to 
India.Their music reworks American music (the Sex Pis¬ 
tols ripped their sound from the Ramones and their 
appearance from the New York Dolls, and most of their 
droning art rock (which is the rest of the shit they pour 
into the stores every week) is directly stolen from the Vel¬ 
vet Underground, Glenn Branca, and Sonic Youth. And I 
won’t even begin to get into the Rolling Stones, Pink Floyd 
or any of the other dinosaurs they foist upon us.The only 


native English music is “Music Hall," which by all accounts 
is so bad that it causes brain hemorrhages. Of course, you 
need a brain to have a brain hemorrhage, which may 
explain why the English like that crap). 

Which, of course, brings me to an obvious point in 
this soliloquy: Americans are superficial? Excuse me? The 
English invented fashion consciousness — and imported 
it to us, to our detriment. The English still care about 
whether your name beings with “Sir” or “Lord,” and 
whether your grandfather married someone who’s father 
owned a fucking castle. Americans may be pathetic in their 
desire to imitate the English, but it’s an open question 
whether its more pathetic to imitate, or more pathetic to 
come up with the crap in the first place. 

The English are congenital sexists, guilt-free colo¬ 
nialists, racists and anti-Semites at an almost comical level 
(they’re just so understated about it, don’t you know), and 
the kind of people who run a headline on the front page of 
the Times of London (like this real one) that says “Small 
Earthquake in India: Not Many Killed.”The English are guilty 
of fucking up Africa, fucking up the Middle East, fucking up 
most of Asia, fucking up large chunks of Europe, starting the 
slave trade, getting China addicted to opium, inventing the 
most inefficient welfare state yet devised, and contributing 
almost nothing to the world at large.And they gave us Mar¬ 
garet Thatcher to boot. Even their vaunted “progressive” 
political parties were still advocating Marxist theories of 
state ownership of the means of production at the begin¬ 
ning of this year, and their unions would rather entire 
industries go belly up then actually allow their factories to 
be turned into something half-way efficient. 

The English are arrogant about an imagined and 
overrated past and obsessed with the fact that they’re 
now a second rate country with nothing left to offer. And 
you want to lecture us? You haven’t produced anything 
original since James Joyce drank himself into oblivion. I 
just have two words for you, Shawn: Kidney Pie. People 
who have the unmitigated gall to tell me or anyone else 
that they’re “uncool” is a piece of shit to begin with; and 
as for that “bloody sod” and “bugger off” crap — I think 
that says all we need to know about your lack of “image 
consciousness,” Shawn. 

So fuck you. 

••• 

Whoo. Sorry about that attack of xenophobia 
there, but I was provoked — honest! 

Anyway, I promise to behave in the future, Shawn, if 
you promise to get a life. 

Kerosene@aol.com 

' EXPLANATION OF NON SEQUITUR: Music should 
blow out your ass. And make you ask questions about the 
whos, whys and wherefores. And now, back to our regularly 
scheduled program. 



So far this summer I’ve been fairly lucky when it 
comes to traveling. About a month and a half ago (sever¬ 
al months ago by the time you read this) I went to Ohio 
with Los Crudos for their first two shows on their sum¬ 
mer tour and a couple weeks ago I went to Canada for 
Punkfest 95 at Spiderland Acres. 

Last year after seeing an ad or two in MRR, a cou¬ 
ple of us passed over the idea of attending the Yo-Yo fest 
or whatever it was called in Olympia in favor of Punkfest 
I hear we missed seeing the two surviving members of 
Nirvana rock the house with a young local band in Wash¬ 
ington. Sad indeed. I ended up having the time of my life 
in Canada, surrounded by a crowd of the most consis¬ 
tently drunk crusties I’ve ever had the pleasure of being 
in the midst of. We vowed to go again this year if it was 
to take place again. 

This time there was no MRR ad, I happened to run 
across a listing for it on the internet in the altpunk news- 
group the one time I logged on.The week beforehand we 
planned the trip.This year it was a big group: me and my 
friends Shane, Bill, Dave B., and Dave S. who had the guts 
to hitchhike to and from Punkfest last year. Bill and Dave 
B., who were not in attendance last year, were properly 
psyched up by the veterans exclaiming about how much 
fun it would be, how much beer there would be freely a- 
flowing, etc.We planned to hook up with last year’s Cana¬ 
dian travel pal Bryce who was to show us around Toronto 
on Monday after the Punkfest. 

Friday, the day we left, was a big mess. Bill came 
down with strep throat but being the trooper that he is, 
decided to go ahead and come with us anyway, probably 
infecting us all along the way. I left my house with our 
travel road warrior minivan with the back seats removed 
right on schedule. I picked up Dave S. and then made an 
unscheduled stop to a Jewel [for those of you out of the 
loop, that’s a grocery store] where we were held up by 
the incompetent nincompoops there otherwise known as 
Jewel employees.When we arrived at Dave B.’s, there was 
a note on the front door saying that he had to drive his 
brother to work. Sometime before that, the air condi¬ 
tioner gave out.Then I fought Friday rush hour traffic for 
about a half an hour to get to Shane and Bill’s apartment 
where Shane, but no Bill, was waiting. Since we had some 
time to kill before Bill arrived, Dave S. and I set out on a 
mission to get the A/C fixed. After stopping at roughly five 
different places we found one that agreed to stay late and 
repair it. One hitch : it would cost $ 117. Ouch. Luckily I 












had a credit card and all was well.We finally hit the road 
around 8, approximately two hours past the planned 
departure time. 

I drove the whole damn night until we got to Lon¬ 
don, Ontario at about 3:30 AM. I was delirious from 
exhaustion and eye-strain. Although there were five of us 
sharing one motel room we were too tired for an orgy. 
Maybe next time. 

The next morning we, of course, didn’t wake up 
until about 11 and didn’t leave until noon after all the 
morning hygiene rituals were complete. At this point, 
none of us were exactly sure yet how to get to Marmo¬ 
ra, the town Punkfest was to be held in, so we bought a 
map.We religiously followed the map eastward and made 
all the correct exits and turns yet around 7 PM we found 
ourselves driving down a dirt road passing farms and 
weird signs saying shit like "hidden driveway”. Bill the 
Navigator gave seemingly random directions for about fif¬ 
teen minutes but when we finally stumbled across civi¬ 
lization we discovered, much to our surprise, that we had 
miraculously been on the correct roads the entire way. 
Bill the Navigator was now Bill the Savior. Dave S., Shane, 
and I began to recognize the area and we all cheered up. 
Unfortunately, the sole Beer Store (yes, that’s really what 
they’re called) in Marmora was closed and in Canada, 
alcohol cannot be sold on Sundays. Everyone (except me) 
groaned at the prospect of a sober Punkfest adventure. 

When we arrived at Spiderland Acres it was 
already starting to get dark. We set up Dave S.’s three- 
man tent which was quite an adventure in itself and man¬ 
aged to wangle half-priced admission. I was charged up, 
anticipating the enjoyment of the Best Time of My Life 
Part II. We ran into Bill’s friend Sean (Shawn?) who 
offered to sell us some alcoholic beverages: a six. pack of 
cider and a two liter bottle of a fruity drink called Bar- 
berrian which, unfortunately, did not have a cartoon 
bearded warrior waving around a club on the label. After 
the purchase was settled we headed back toward the 
tent area where we feasted like kings on the marinated 
beef Dave S. had brought while Bill the Vegetarian ate a 
loaf of bread he’d bought earlier. 

It was probably already 10 PM or so when we 
headed back to the festivities. Our spirits were already a 
bit low and sank down to deep pits of despair while 
watching the first two bands. It appeared as if the Punk¬ 
fest had morphed and become Headbangers’ Ball Tour 95 
minus Riki Rachtman. Everybody seemed too busy get¬ 
ting piss drunk to give a shit about the bands playing, not 
that I blame them. One of the bands actually covered Big 
Bottom from Spinal Tap. Poorly, I might add. 

Finally, Politikill Incorect, a good band with a shitty 
name, took the stage to provide some relief.Then a cou¬ 
ple more shitty bands went on until Submachine’s time 
came. After their set we trooped back to the tent and 
van to get some shuteye and, for one of my male travel 


companions and I, to indulge in a little hanky panky and 
THEN some shuteye. Unlike last year, we couldn’t hear the 
bands playing until 7 in the morning so I slept like a baby. 

The next day we suffered through about two 
more bands before we threw up our hands in disgust 
and called it quits. Unfortunately, we were unable to 
locate Bryce so we headed out to explore Toronto on 
our own since Shane had forgotten to bring Bryce’s 
number with us. We parked the van near Sneaky Dee’s, 
a supposed punk club that Shane had been to while on 
tour with the Queers hoping to find something of inter¬ 
est taking place there. Unfortunately, being a bar, you had 
to be 19 to enter and the two Daves were both under¬ 
age so we ended up just walking around downtown 
Toronto and near the college strip area. Being a Sunday 
night, nearly everything was closed.Virtually nothing of 
interest happened although I have to note that Toronto 
is the cleanest most spic and span city I’ve ever been in. 
It was amazing. It was also very diverse; there were very 
obviously many people from different cultures living and 
working there but there were no segregated ethnic 
neighborhoods as far as I could tell like there are in 
Chicago. The city was great even though I had a lousy 
time walking around in it. 

Around midnight, Shane and Bill wanted to hit the 
hay so we drove down next to the lake until we found a 
suitable parking lot. Shane and Bill bedded down and the 
Daves and I headed out to a nearby 24 hour coffee shop 
where we discovered much to our chagrin that we 
couldn’t access the bathrooms because the floor was 
being waxed - and the job was expected to last until the 
next morning. Of all nights,THAT night they chose to 
wax the damn floor. We chanced upon a cable car at a 
nearby intersection and the nice operator gave us a free 
ride to a place called the Purple Onion where she 
assured us bathroom facilities were available. After we 
washed up, Dave S. opted to catch a few winks and Dave 
B.and I decided to walk around a bit more although I no 
longer had my contact lenses in and was blind as a bat. 
We wandered around and caught up on old times talk¬ 
ing about everything under the sun - an experience that 
sounds boring when you hear about it but always seems 
special when you take part in it At one point Dave spot¬ 
ted a skunk of all furry creatures off to one side of a 
concrete ramp we were climbing. He could have just 
been fucking with me since all I could see were blurry 
dark-colored patches everywhere or maybe it was just 
a ploy to get me to clutch him tightly in fear. Ha ha. I 
guess that’s not really funny unless you know us and for 
those of you that do, for the last time, NO, we are not 
going out and we never have.When we got back to the 
van around 2, everyone was asleep so no orgy this time 
either. Darn. 

The next day was spent visiting record stores and 
exploring Chinatown with a brief split from Dave B. who 


went to places to sell the new issue of his zine Dump- 
sterland.The bulk of what I remember from that day was 
sweating a lot and seeing a lot of stores that all sold the 
same merchandise. After a couple hours of meandering, 
feeling defeated and grumpy and cheated out of what was 
supposed to be a fantastic vacation (er, at least I felt this 
way), we returned to the van and headed home.That is, 
except for Dave S. who we dropped off at the train sta¬ 
tion and who was planning on spending the next 3 weeks 
hitchhiking around Canada and the east coast. I hope he’s 
still alive (no one has heard from him yet). 

There you have it, yet another mediocre column. 
With the combination of last issue’s column and this one 
as two strikes against me, I hope I don’t get kicked off the 
column panel of Punk Planet Before we depart, though, 
my dear friend, I would like to tell thee about (plug) a 
couple zines worth your while.The latest issue of NO 
LONGER A FANzine is a split with FUCKTOOTH and is 
68 pages long and $3 ppd. I’m not sure yet what my opin¬ 
ion is about the Fucktooth side but the NLAFz half is 
probably the best I’ve seen yet. And that’s saying some¬ 
thing. My dear friend and editor of the always provoca¬ 
tive and intelligent NLAFz informs me that for $4 he’ll 
send NLAFz #6 and the split with Fucktooth. Just do it 
and prepare to be taken aback. Send $3 (or $4!) to 
Joseph Gervasi * 142 Frankford Ave. * Blackwood, NJ 
080l2.The second zine I’d like to mention is GREEDY 
BASTARD, issue # 12 just out (at this writing at least). It’s 
hilarious. It’s obnoxious. I repeat - obnoxious.Trust me, 
you’ll love it But - ACK! -1 don’t know how much it is so 
send 2 or 3 bucks or, uh, maybe just one to Bill Florio * 
PO Box 1014 * Yonkers, NY 10704-1014 or e-mail him 
at floriogb@ix.netcom.com first to find out the real 
price. Back issues are available for $I.Well, that’s it for 
now.Write me at: 307 E. Armory #101 * Champaign, IL 
61820 or e-mail me at: k-bae@ux5.cso.uiuc.edu. If there 
are any bands coming through Urbana-Champaign write 
me and I’ll try to get you a show here or look me up 
when you get here and I’ll show you around and/or try 
to find you a place to crash. Bye now. 



A long time ago, in a different life, it almost seems, I 
took off down Interstate 5 with this 15 year old Jewish les¬ 
bian skinhead who was maybe the most obnoxious person I 
had ever met We’d been up all night, most likely on one drug 
or another, and decided our lives would be better if we 
were in Hollywood. 











True, the annals of American film and literature are 
packed with the tragicomic tales of thousands of others 
who suffered from a similar misperception, but our own 
adventure had a disconcertingly happy ending; well, at least 
nobody died or got their heart broken. 

We stayed with big LA scenesters, including that guy 
who comes on at the beginning ofThe Decline of Western 
Civilization and tells about The Masque and all, and I met the 
guy who did backflips in the Devo video and Geza X and 
Claude whathisface from Slash magazine and saw the Ado¬ 
lescents at the Starwood when they were still adolescents. 

That adventure was chronicled in Cometbus under 
the title of “The Night I Almost Met Darby Crash,” so I 
won’t bother telling the whole story all over again here, but 
the crucial point I wanted to get at was the “almost.” See, 
I had to make a choice that night at the Starwood, either 
to see this great new band that everyone had been talking 
about and whose new record I loved the shit out of (Ado¬ 
lescents), or going upstairs to the VIP room with my friends 
and meeting the punk demigod Mr. Crash himself. 

If I’d known he was going to be dead within a 
month or two, perhaps I would have chosen differently, 
but without giving it too much thought, I chose the future 
of punk rock rather than its past So I never met Darby 
Crash and my life has no doubt taken a thousand differ¬ 
ent twists and turns than it might have taken otherwise. 
I mean, he could have offered to share some of his drugs 
with me and I might have OD’d right there on the floor 
of the VIP room at the Starwood while I was still relatively 
young and good looking. Hey, I could have been the River 
Phoenix of my generation, except at the time no one had 
ever heard of me, so maybe it’s just as well... 

Anyway my friends came back later talking about 
how pathetic and fat Darby looked, and I told them how 
much the Adolescents had ruled, but they just looked 
bored because they’d already seen the Adolescents 
dozens of times, so we piled out into the parking lot, 
broke some glass and scattered some litter around, and 
blasted on back to Frisco. And why am I even telling you 
this, unless, as you might suspect, to establish some punk 
credibility so as to inveigle you into taking seriously the 
no doubt not very punk things I’m likely to say next? 
Hmm, could be. 

But maybe not, either; actually, the point of rambling 
on about past chaotic road trips was to lead into a tale of 
my most recent one. This one started out innocently 
enough: an 80 mile jaunt up (what awful symmetry!) Inter¬ 
state 80 to our state’s capital city, Sacramento, a place 
where almost no one goes and even fewer people escape 
from. The average temperature there in summer is about 
190 degrees, but they’d been having a heat wave lately, so 
I thought to myself, what better way to enjoy the summer 
than to leave the cool, foggy city by the bay and pack 
myself into a sweatbox of a theater crammed full of 
smelly punks thrashing around as if somebody had slipped 
itching powder in the jockstraps. 


No, really, why we were going was to see the 
Queers and Cub, and it was a great show, and even Sacra¬ 
mento wasn’t that bad. At least it was a big improvement 
over the last show I saw there, which, just to show how 
long ago that was, featured Operation Ivy opening for 7 
Seconds, with an extra added attraction of packs of rov¬ 
ing skinheads waiting in the alley outside to tattoo white 
power designs on the foreheads of unsuspecting punks 
with their brass knuckles. Ironically enough, Mr. Seconds 
himself was at the Queers/Cub show, looking healthy and 
happy, though maybe not quite young until he dies, if you 
know what I mean. But I digress. 

Everything was normal until the show was over. It 
was time for me to go back to Berkeley, and with a little 
luck I’d be tucked safely into my little futon on the floor 
by I or 2 am. But somebody, perhaps it was Satan, or 
maybe just Joe King, said,“Hey, why don’t you guys come 
see us tomorrow night in Los Angeles?” Ha ha, I politely 
laughed; Los Angeles as a rule holds all the appeal for me 
of hemorrhoid surgery performed sans anesthetic, and in 
any event, I really had to be back in Berkeley first thing in 
the morning. 

Enter Satan’s helper in the form of Janelle, a girl 
who has already gotten so much publicity out of various 
bands and fanzines (how many people do you know who 
at the age of 20 have already had two punk rock records 
named after them?) that I hesitate to even mention her 
here (except of course to reinforce my badly sagging 
scenester credentials). 

“Yeah, come on, let’s go to L.A.!” she enthused. 
“Fuck work! Fuck everything! Let’s go!” 

“Janelle, you’re starting to sound like a Rancid 
song,” I didn’t say, but I must admit that even though it 
was wildly impractical, standing there in the Central Val¬ 
ley night, cool wind in my hair, warm smell of colitas... 
oops, wrong song, but suddenly the night seemed rife with 
potential and the world was wild and free again, and hell, 
maybe Darby Crash would even come back from the 
dead if we only turned up on Sunset to see the Queers. 

As you get on the freeway leaving Sacramento, 
there are ample opportunities to take the sensible turn 
toward the west, toward civilization and good cappucci¬ 
no and falafel and sensible whole bean burritos as 
opposed to that long and grinding road southward, the 
four lane superhighway that leads straight from Perdition 
to Damnation (those are nicknames we Californians have 
for Sacramento and Los Angeles) by way of Bakersfield. 

Interstate 5 is the sort of road of which legends 
would be made if anybody ever came off it sufficiently 
unstupefied to remember them. It is a highway through 
a parallel dimension, a dead straight and paralytically flat 
ribbon of sizzling asphalt that blasts like a stake through 
the arid and lifeless heart of California. 

There are times when the Central Valley is green 
and dazzlingly alive, but midsummer is not one of them; 


by the time August has come around, the colors of the 
land have dwindled down to a peaked yellow and a blud¬ 
geon-like brown. The soul recoils and crawls inward at 
the sight of it, and that is why, perhaps, crawling through 
such empty desolation, even at 80 mph, soon removes 
one from all the normal constraints of time and space. 

We blasted out the Riverdales and the Queers and 
(yes) Green Day on the tape deck, and when we ran out 
of tapes, turned on the radio to find, lo and behold, a real 
live punk rock radio station broadcasting from the phan¬ 
tom zone, or possibly Fresno, though there isn’t a whole 
lot of difference. They played the Riverdales too, and a 
whole lot of punk records I hadn’t heard for ages and 
some I’ll probably never hear again, at least not if I con¬ 
tinue to live a virtuous life. When I swerved in front of 
oncoming traffic for the 10th or 12th time, I decided I’d 
better get some sleep, and pulled into a Denny’s parking 
lot to curl up on the reclining seat. It was right before 
this that Janelle had remarked that maybe this didn’t seem 
like such a great idea, now that she wasn’t drunk anymore. 

Arrrgh! That girl! I must be losing touch; I didn’t 
even know she’d been drinking. Well, I guess we could 
have turned around and headed back to Berkeley, but by 
now we were about two hours outside of Moloch’s Great 
Inferno, I mean Los Angeles, so what the heck... 

Morning found us shielding our bloodshot eyes and 
gingerly picking our way through clots of thrombotic 
tourists on Hollywood Boulevard. Much to her chagrin, 
Janelle suddenly discovered that the t-shirt she was wear¬ 
ing bore the prominent logo: “Hollywood 77.” Neither 
she nor I had any clothes but the (not particularly taste¬ 
ful) ones we had on. She solved the problem through 
buying a pair of very classy $5.99 sunglasses, so nobody 
would recognize her. Within ten minutes she was signing 
autographs in front of Graumann’s Chinese Theater. 

We found the Queers in a shabby, rundown motel on 
the fringes of lovely downtown Los Angeles. This particular 
motel had the special added feature of no air conditioning. 
The thermometer outside the front office read 99 degrees. 
The air was so thick and brown that we had to borrow a 
compass and flashlight to find our way to our rooms. Eleven 
a.m., and the City of Angels gave a languid sigh, exhaled its 
freeway breath, laid its flatulent corpulent body across the 
sun-baked and lifeless hills, and congratulated itself on wak¬ 
ing up to yet another day spent in paradise. 

I’m not enough to really remember it, but Los Ange¬ 
les once was fairly close to paradise. Back when you could 
see the snow-capped mountains to the east and the blue 
Pacific lapping at the Santa Monica shore, with lush orange 
and avocado groves as far as the eye could see in between, 
when the sky was not only blue, but visible, and the warmth 
of the sun kissed and caressed you instead of smashing you 
into the pavement with a sledgehammer, Los Angeles had a 
mythical stature perhaps even greater than that conferred 
upon it by Hollywood’s dream factory. 
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But that was then; today there’s probably no more 
eloquent testimony to humankind’s foul nature than the 
stark raving putrescence that Los Angeles has visited 
upon the land. Oh, it’s not spectacular or breathtaking in 
the way that, say, a multiple-fatality car crash or a ritual 
decapitation might be; the ugliness of Los Angeles more 
properly calls to mind Hannah Arendt’s phrase “the 
banality of evil.” 

There is nothing so very remarkable about the 
mile after mile of pointlessly ugly buildings and mini-malls 
and semi-comatose people except for their stunning lack 
of remarkableness. Every shred of man’s creativity and 
imagination and frivolity and light-heartedness seems to 
have deserted him here; replaced by an apparent com¬ 
pulsion to replace every drab fixture with something still 
more drab, to make the very act of opening one’s eyes 
and looking about a soul-killing and life-annulling dull thud 
to the senses. 

But we were not there to weep and wail at man’s 
fate and the esthetic desert on which he has seen fit to 
squander it; we were there for a punk rock show (yeah, 

I know, what’s the difference?). It was my first time at the 
fabulous Whisky-a-go-go, and of course it sucked. As 
usual in those bigtime rock clubs (the same thing had 
happened two nights earlier at Slim’s in Frisco), the sound 
board was in the hands of some hippie who probably cut 
his audio teeth on Crosby, Stills and Nash and has been 
wearing dentures ever since. 

Of course they always make the headlining band (in 
this case, the Muffs) sound great, but the opening bands 
can go fuck themselves (not before handing over 20% of 
their t-shirt and record sales to the club, however). I did 
get to hang out in the VIP rooms upstairs, though, but as 
I feared. Darby Crash had failed to have himself resur¬ 
rected, and most of the other people present (with the 
exception of the ever-wonderful Cub, of course) weren’t 
quite up to his standards. I guess the bouncers only bust¬ 
ed one guy’s head open that night, so things were kind of 
slow. Oh yeah, somebody in the audience kicked the 
Muffs’ drummer in the head - how that came about, I was 
never quite clear - which seemed to cut the encore a bit 
short, but we were out of there soon after anyway. 

For some reason the temperature had taken a sud¬ 
den dive into near-civilized realms, the lights were bright 
and just the right sort of dazzling on Sunset, all those big¬ 
ger than life billboards and smaller than life people blend¬ 
ed artfully into the red and white river of traffic, and if 
you squinted your eyes just so, the night was alive with 
glamour, and you could see, or least imagine you did, why 
millions of people came here, and stayed here, and even 
believed in all seriousness that they were living the ulti¬ 
mate American dream. 

Heck, Los Angeles wasn’t so bad after all. Why, it 
made stodgy old Frisco look downright nasty and dull. 
Maybe we’d never go back again. Maybe we’d follow the 


Queers even deeper into the Southland, into the bow¬ 
els of emo/hardcore/pseudo-mod land, aka San Diego, 
and after that hang a left and head out into the Arizona 
desert for yet another punk rock show or three. 

Not. I pointed that car north and let her ride, 400 
miles in five and a half hours, and even Oakland looked 
good to me as we came cruising down over the hills into 
the land of summer fog and cool grey skies and a few 
less psychotics per square mile, janelle had gotten a lit¬ 
tle out of sorts by now, since we’d played all the punk 
rock tapes we had and were left with nothing but my 
extensive (not to mention complete) Smiths and Mor¬ 
rissey collection. 

Never mind; I dumped her off, stopped inside to 
admire my stubble: black whiskers against a bleached 
blond backdrop: what a sight, don’t you agree? Enough 
to encourage calls to bring back the guillotine, if you ask 
me, but I settled for shaving, and then walked over to 
work, where of course everyone was annoyed at me for 
ditching out on all my important jobs. “Hey, I was being 
punk,” I told them, and what could they say? What’s 
more, I was doing research for my Punk Planet column, 
and so there you go. 


BoblConrad 
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Let’s talk about pussy. Kevin (a.ka. “Mercy”) and 
Jennifer and I were rowing away from drunken yahoos 
at a Lake Tahoe beach. It was the fourth of July. We 
couldn’t row out too far cuz the drunken yahoos on 
their jet skis were making too strong of waves for our 
poor little canoe. It was a nice summer day. 

Kev decides to ask out of the blue, like he always 
does (he, and nobody else I know does this, yanks off the 
most mind-boggling irrelevancies out of nowhere. See 
re: Green Day in Second Guess #4 if you want a couple 
examples of his unnecessary witticisms), how many fin¬ 
gers I’ve been able to fit up a cooch. 

Not a conversation to delve into too deeply with 
your loved one sitting close by. 

So I’ll turn the tables. I fit three fingers up my ass 
once cuz I was curious. It was really tight It wasn’t pleas¬ 
ant, neither was it gross. Somewhere in between. 

What I want to know from you dear reader, now 
that I’ve shared my personal orifice-stretching experi¬ 
ence, is how many fingers have you had inside you? 

More to the point I want to hear, as does Kevin I 
presume, about fists going up pussies and assholes. Fist¬ 
ing to me seems like the ultimate in pushing sexual 


boundaries. Literally pushing. Aaah. Imagine. The idea of 
stretching a vagina (or bum) like that is, like, really out there. 

Kev and I were in Berkeley at Cody’s a couple days 
later. He picked up Fat Dyke.We saw a couple photos of 
the fat fist in the fat pussy. I was enthralled. I wanted to 
see more. 

I’m curious about the fisting phenomenon. Send me 
fisting photos, letters, stories, etc. I promise I’ll send 
something back. 

••• 

Heed this warning pal. There’s one person who 
needs a good fist or two up his ass, without lube. And 
preferably with sharp fingernails. Zoinks! and Man Dingo 
got seriously dicked around by a sociopathic booking 
agent this summer. Apparently the guy is under some 
delusion that — after putting us through six weeks of 
flakiness, bullshit and outright lies — we “owe” him 
money.The latest word is that he’s threatening to sue Dr. 
Strange Records for the cash. 

Here’s the story.This guy, Dave McIntosh, calls Dr. 
Strange out of the blue to put out the word that he 
wants to book bands. He claims to have booked in the 
past and is getting back into it. 

I ask around. Nobody I talk to has ever heard of 
him. He appears credible over the phone. Later, even Ben 
Weasel agrees to let him book the Riverdales, Boris The 
Sprinkler, and Mr.T Experience tour. I don’t like or trust 
most people. Ben Weasel doesn’t like or trust anyone. 
Like me, he puts his trust in Dave. 

Dave promises a six and a half week tour complete 
with contracts (and guarantees) for every show and an 
itinerary before we leave.As the date approaches, there’s 
still a bunch of holes that need to be filled. (His should’ve 
been one of them.) Dave assures us they will be. 

We leave without the promised contracts or itin¬ 
erary. Dave claims he has 14 contracts to send us.We 
later learn this is a lie. We don’t get them despite his 
promises to fax them to us in various cities. (In Philadel¬ 
phia he hands us two and Man Dingo two.That’s all he 
has.) All we get from Dave is a half-complete faxed itin- 
erary.That gets faxed to us in Phoenix.The other half is 
promised when we get to Philadelphia.That too is only 
half-complete. 

Our first problem arises when we get to Albu¬ 
querque after a 12-hour drive from Las Vegas. We’re told 
by Scared of Chaka, who is putting on the show, that we 
were supposed to be there around noon, a physical 
impossibility given the driving time, even without sleep. 
Dave neglected to tell us of any time requirement after 
being explicitly told by Chaka when we needed to be 
there. We get there at 10 p.m.The show gets busted by 
the cops so it doesn’t matter anyway.We have a few days 
off because Dave didn’t try to book shows until it was 
too late. Naturally, he was unsuccessful. We call him. He 
promises things will get better. 










f — 

For two virtually unknown bands going across the 
country is not a good idea. Man Dingo is fairly well known 
in the South.We have little followings here and there.We 
expected to cover our expenses. Dave repeatedly said he 
could get both bands a total of at least $300 a night. It 
rarely worked out that way. 

We never get the contracts, and countless shows 
are fucked up as a result. In Gainesville, Fla. we almost 
embarrass ourselves by telling the club owner that it was 
arranged we would get roughly double what he paid us. 
He says he hasn’t done guarantees in six months.We dis¬ 
cover this to be true. Dave acts bewildered when we call. 
He let somebody else set up the show and assumed we’d 
get a Fixed amount. Since there were no contracts we had 
nothing to go on except the word of Dave, which we 
were soon learning didn’t mean shit. 

In Philadelphia, while we were playing a rather cool 
show, Man Dingo was driving around the city looking for 
the club. Since the itinerary had numerous errors it was 
like a shot in the dark driving into many cities. Dave gave 
Man Dingo the address to the promoter’s mom’s house. 
It took them three hours to find the club. It’s a wonder 
they did at all.They were too late to play. We were bare¬ 
ly able to play because we found out at 4 p.m., courtesy 
of Dave, that we were supposed to be at the show at 6 
p.m.We still had a four hour drive ahead of us. 

A week later we drive around St. Mary’s, Pa. for 
three hours looking for the show. Dave doesn’t know 
where it is, so he says, nor does he have the name of the 
place. When we got home there was an apologetic letter 
from the promoter in my P.O. box. She says she gave Dave 
the name and the phone number to the hall at least twice. 
Guess who I believe? 

The day after we were supposed to play in St. 
Mary’s we play a matinee in Canton, Ohio. Of course, 
Dave neglected to tell Man Dingo it was a matinee, so 
they miss that one too. We would have missed it except 
we decided to drive an extra three hours (making the 
total drive that day 16 hours long) that night from St. 
Mary’s to Canton. 

After St. Mary’s I didn’t bother to communicate 
with Dave again. In Chicago Man Dingo had it out with 
him and then I bitched him out for a half an hour. He final¬ 
ly admitted to fucking up but tried to excuse it by saying, 
of all things,"The last tour (I booked) was worse than this 
one. Each one gets better.” We later learned that the 
other bands he was booking were talking shit left and 
right about him.Ask Combine.And since Doc Hopper and 
Horace Pinker did a tour with him, I’m sure you can ask 
them as well. 

Soon after our conversation, Dave got desperate 
and called a few promoters demanding “advances" for the 
shows. Occasionally, maybe in the big music business 
world, promoters are forced to pay in advance part of the 
band’s guarantee. Not knowing better, one promoter sent 
him $200 of our and Man Dingo’s money. Of course, we 


never saw a dime of that. Luckily this was Dave’s only suc¬ 
cess. We were able to intercept another similar attempt 

By the time we got to Chicago we were trying to 
book our own way home. Dave didn’t bother to book any 
shows for the last week of the tour. After another few 
days off, we played Denver and then went home from 
Casper,WY.We decided Dave didn’t do his job, therefore 
wasn’t going to get the remaining percentage we would 
have paid him. If we have to spend time doing a job he 
agreed — promised — to do, why should he get any 
money? If we were to be technical, like Dave apparently 
is, he owes us for the guarantees we should’ve made at 
those shows, according to his initial promises. As many 
promises go, however, Dave’s went to shit. If he feels he’s 
owed money for such out-of-the-ass technical bullshit 
(hell, it’s not even that technical because we didn’t have 
anything but a verbal agreement with the fuck) I guess we 
can too. 

In short, we pulled through. Bullshit with Dave 
aside, the tour was a blast.Without Man Dingo, we might 
not have made it without completely breaking down men¬ 
tally. It’s the kind of experience that can’t, and perhaps 
shouldn’t, be described. It was a frustrating yet healthy 
time for both bands. Out of a lot of disappointment grew 
a kind of camaraderie you have to undergo to know 
exactly what I’m trying to describe. 

On the business side of things I ended feeling terri¬ 
ble for my own reasons. Way too many cool people had 
to deal with Dave on negative levels, which made us look 
bad. I’m a firm believer that if a band hires somebody to 
do something for the band, the band is accountable for 
that person’s actions. In Denver, the promoter saved a 
belligerent message from Dave who apparently yelled into 
this guy’s answering machine for god knows what reasons. 
This fuck, who bitches out promoters for not giving in to 
his petty whims, was representing us? 

Part of my philosophy of life is to stay out of the 
way others.Too many people burden their fellow humans. 

I try and avoid being someone else’s problem as much as 
possible. I don’t like it if people shit on my doorstep, so I 
don’t shit on theirs’. 

With Dave I trusted somebody and got burned. I 
was too caught up being happy that I didn’t have to book 
the tour, a tedious experience I know too well, and got 
careless. I should’ve kept up my guard, like when walking 
down a creepy street at night. Ben fired Dave before The 
Riverdales left Chicago. Hopefully they didn’t pay him 
either. I, on the other hand, knew better and I fucked up. 
People got fucked over. I felt bad. 

The whole idea of contracts, guarantees, riders etc. 
— ail that shit we were promised — has never been 
appealing to me. I won’t bother arguing for or against 
punk ethos surrounding these formalities. Such vague 
ethics often hold little relevance in the real world. Con¬ 
tracts are a necessity if you don’t know who you’re 


dealing with. Likewise with guarantees. Some punks claim 
“no punk bands have guarantees,” and they are dead 
wrong. Guarantees insure that the promoter will do a 
decent job. Contracts insure there are no misunder- 
standings.Things fuck up sure, and respectable people on 
both sides should be able to work out amicable agree¬ 
ments in the event that they do. Both us and Man Dingo 
often settled for much less than we should have, because 
to be honest, we played many shows to very few people. 
It happens, and I personally don’t think haggling over tech¬ 
nicalities, especially ones created second-hand by a flaker 
with his head up his ass, is worth the time. 

However, I also think promoters shouldn’t agree to 
a guarantee unless they plan to pay it, no matter what the 
cost A guarantee means exactly that. 

It’s over and done with. Hearing second hand 
threats from Dave only results in minor amusement In his 
mind, things are business as usual.We owe him money, and 
that’s all he sees. He doesn’t consider his own ineptness 
or the results of his behavior.Too bad for us, and appar¬ 
ently now many others, as that’s all we will ever know of 
the guy, that he is so neurotic and delusional that he views 
the world in a way completely separated from how it 
actually is. Just one of way too many fucked up humans 
out there. 

We’re doing things ourselves now. Not because that 
is the best or punk way, but because like Mr.Weasel said: 
“(You) gotta do it (your)self or someone else will fuck it up.” 

People like Dave McIntosh are living proof of this. 

Bands, promoters:You’ve been warned. 

••• 

I’d like to talk more about stretching sphincter mus¬ 
cles but my beef is getting long enough. In the meantime 
listen to Jon Cougar Concentration Camp, bitch. 

••• 

Send those fisting-related photos, pertinent infor¬ 
mation, comments, etc. to Bob C., P.O. Box 9382, Reno, 
NV 89507-9382. Or e-mail my pussy ass at 
bobc@cs.unr.edu 



I’m the “dreamy, improvident” sort, somnambulisti¬ 
cally looking for an ivory tower to hang my hair out of 
(where I hope it will dangle more gracefully than the pre¬ 
ceding preposition). 

That's a considerable overstatement I hope, but the 
fact remains that I’ve always thought of myself as apolitical. 
Opinionated, maybe even well-informed, but definitely 













stay-at-home and apolitical. I was “middle-of-the-road,” 
reading with equal interest the copies of Mother Jones 
that a left-leaning friend sent me, and the subscription to 
National Review that a right-leaning—actually more like 
right-recumbent—friend gave me. I regularly read 
Newsweek, the Sunday Times, the Christian Science 
Monitor, the occasional Village Voice, Jehovah’s Witness 
pamphlets—whatever came to hand.Then I discovered 
that the Road was a whole lot wider than I thought. 

That’s rightThis issue’s issue:The Radicalization of Julia. 

Those of you who have been following my saga 
already know my background. I had caring, concerned, 
upright, conservative parents in suburbia mostly out of 
sympathy with the social changes of the 60s. My father was 
an insurance executive. My mother a librarian. (Use of the 
past tense indicates only that they no longer hold these 
occupations.) Anyway, I imbibed their views as a child and 
felt no need to diverge from them for quite awhile. 

In 1976 I can remember dejectedly discussing the 
outcome of the Presidential election with my classmates. 
(Carter won in case you forgot or weren’t in existence 
at the time.) By 1980 I was so used to Carter that I was¬ 
n’t sure whether to support Carter or Reagan. At the last 
moment I decided I wanted Carter to win, mostly 
because I didn’t like Reagan’s sprawl on the environment 
and I was horrified by his campaign’s promise to “make 
America great again” by building up the military. I figured 
any "great America” I was interested in might have a big 
military as a result, but not a cause. (I should note here, 
that swinging away from Reagan was hardly a divergence 
from my family’s views. My father, at least, has never had 
any use for Reagan or Bush.) 

In college, my boyfriend liked to tease that I was a 
"good, little Republican girl" in spite of the fact that I’d 
never voted for a Republican for any major office. He 
also introduced me to the science fiction of Ursula K. 
LeGuin. I read “The Left Hand of Darkness,” about a 
planet where individuals are gender-free most of the time 
and “The Dispossessed,” about a working anarchic soci¬ 
ety. It’s hard now to remember what impressed me so 
much about them. (That’s indicative of course of how 
fundamentally they’ve changed the way I look at things.) 

I do remember wandering around for a few days in a 
haze of intellectual ecstasy, eyes wide open, my eyebrows 
vacationing in my hairline. 

But I think the first thing to really affect the way I 
looked at the world was going to work. I became a com¬ 
puter programmer.That’s where I first met people whose 
probity was suspect—who felt that any dishonest things 
they did (usually small) or any abuses of power they com¬ 
mitted (usually slight) were justified by their guiding prin¬ 
ciple, "Look out for #1." They were nice people and 
thought of themselves as nice, good people. Some of 
them I could probably have entrusted my life to—though 
maybe not my banking PIN number. I actually worked at 


a place where fairness and rudimentary democracy were 
going concerns—very little office politics, no back-stab¬ 
bing. The rewards for dishonesty were small. I began to 
realize that the percentages of strictly honest to not 
quite so honest people were probably uniform across 
most professions and occupations—computer pro¬ 
grammers, police people, government bureaucrats, news¬ 
paper reporters, librarians, insurance executives. 

(Note: whenever you meet somebody like that 
who tries to justify some sleazy act (like cheating on 
income taxes) with the words, “Everybody does it,” 
know that they are not necessarily describing other peo¬ 
ple.They ARE revealing the landscapes of their souls.) 

I learned a little more about human nature on a 
trip to India. I remember being most impressed by the 
vigor and vitality of the people there, but yes, there was 
a lot of poverty. In Bombay especially, there were beg¬ 
gars everywhere—emaciated women carrying babies, 
men with mangled limbs. 

I heard one upper class Indian say that some of 
the beggars deliberately maimed themselves to get more 
money. It was the same sort of remark I heard years 
later from middle class Americans on homeless people: 
“They’re homeless because they want to be.” Amazing 
isn’t it, the stories people invent so they won’t have to 
spend even a little pity on their fellow human beings? 

Then just a few years ago I was taking a class in 
documentary-making at a community center. It was the 
summer of 1992 and the Presidential elections race was 
in full swing. One side effect in'the press was a vigorous 
debate about its own supposed leftward slant. Anyway, 
one day one of my classmates made a remark about the 
rightward slant of the press. I was astounded—not by 
what she said (after all stating a thesis implies its antithe¬ 
sis, doesn’t it?). It was the way she said it. She wasn’t 
rebutting an opposing viewpoint She was a sensible, 
intelligent, well-informed African-American and she 
spoke as if the opposite viewpoint didn’t exist—or was 
too absurd to need rebuttal.That’s when the Road got a 
whole lot wider for me—with a whole lot more room 
on the Left I didn’t automatically change lanes right then. 

That happened the following year when I saw 
“Manufacturing Consent: Noam Chomsky and the 
Media.” (Yup. Here’s the obligatory mention of Chom¬ 
sky.) It explained a lot. American policy, its results and 
the way newspapers explained them had always puzzled 
me. I’d assumed—in spite of my constant and regular 
reading—that somehow I just wasn’t well-informed 
enough. 

I could go into more detail, but the thing I remem¬ 
ber best about the movie is the New York Times editor 
complaining that Chomsky and his ilk have never 
worked in the media and so could have no real under¬ 
standing of how newspapers work. 


But Chomsky’s methodology, comparing the infor¬ 
mation available to the media to what actually gets print¬ 
ed is elegant common sense to me. I am a computer 
programmer after all. I know that the best way to under¬ 
stand what a program is doing is: not to read the docu¬ 
mentation, not to talk to the user, the designer, the 
analyst, the coder, not even to look at the code itself, but 
simply to compare the input to the output. What infor¬ 
mation gets through unchanged? What is suppressed or 
ignored? What is manipulated and how? Looking at the 
code is important but as it’s too easy to be misled by 
expectations and wishful thinking (especially if one wrote 
the program) the final arbiter is the data itself. 

So finally, here I am. I don’t “feel” any different. I’m 
still “dreamy" and apolitical. Just my opinions have 
changed. (Never mind that I’ve since monitored police 
treatment of homeless people, witnessed an eviction, tes¬ 
tified at a hearing for homeless people’s rights, and 
“marched” for jobs and housing.) 

• •• 

Oh, I just want explain: the "owl” isn’t meant to 
signify any special sagacity on my part. I just didn’t know 
what else to put up there. All I could think of was a silly 
tri-lingual pun. Chouette is French for owl. Chou is 
French for cabbage. Kohl is German for cabbage. Origi¬ 
nally I asked Dan to put an owl and a cabbage up there, 
but he said only the owl fit. 



More teen angst from me this time. I actually have 
several things that I want to write about, but this first 
one is the one that’s weighing heaviest on my mind 
because it just happened. I was just sitting on the ground 
at a park with a friend for a couple hours while they tried 
to convince me that my life was not as pointless as I 
thought (no suicide crap or anything, just in general). Let 
me back up... I feel like I have to achieve something in life, 
like I must make some sort of a mark on people and the 
world. I would like to be missed.This is what makes me 
work my butt off into the wee hours of the night work¬ 
ing on this zine, on the record label my friend and I do 
and just about anything. I feel that I must accomplish 
something. I do not allow myself to sit still. However, I 
spend all this time and I feel like I don’t have anything to 
show for it. Sure my name is on a zine, a record and I’ve 
got some really great friends (that I am very thankful for), 
but I don’t feel like I’ve done anything of note. It’s like I 
work and work for stuff and then when I’m all done I just 












don’t feel satisfied with it. So, this friend of mine was try¬ 
ing to tell me all the stuff I had going for me (caring, smart, 
unique...), but I just don’t think that that matters. If any¬ 
thing it makes me wish I wasn’t any of those things. I wish 
I could just be a non-thinking entity that sat in a jar.Things 
could be so much easier for me. No brain, no heart, no 
nothing, I wouldn’t even know the pain I had.That’d be 
cool. Kinda. I know I could never really do that or any¬ 
thing, but it has it’s appealing aspects, ya know? I think that 
a lot of my problem is that (child psychologists take out 
your pen and paper!) no one has really ever said that they 
thought I’ve ever done anything neat in life or ever given 
me compliments or backed me, especially my parents. I 
feel like I’ve been left on my own. So, now I’m trying to 
prove to myself that I’m a worthwhile person, but I just 
can’t find any proof. In feet, just yesterday on my break at 
work I tried to figure out if I was a horrible person or 
not. I decided that I wasn’t, but I couldn’t come up with 
any reasons as to why I’m not or why anyone would think 
I’m not. I just can’t figure it out. But apparently according 
to this friend of mine lots of people think I’m some cool 
cat, but I just don’t see it (that I’m cool, or that many peo¬ 
ple think that). 

Then, this person got the urge to tell me that I am 
“the shit’’ and did so repeatedly actually. I really wished 
any of it helped though because all I could think was that 
I feel a lot more like shit than the shit. So it goes. I don’t 
know what more I can do with my life, although I’m 
always trying to find more, but I am still not happy. I do 
not know where this proof for myself can come from so 
all I can do is keep trying to generate it and cross my fin¬ 
gers. I often feel like everything I do or have in life is 
fucked up one way or another. Everything that starts out 
as a good thing for me always seems to end up being bad. 
Every silver lining has a huge gray cloud to go with it. I 
could give examples from here to infinity but I guarantee 
that you don’t want to hear them. So if anyone knows 
some reason why my life isn’t crap please share it with 
me! A few people already have written and done that, 
wow it actually makes me feel worthwhile for a few min¬ 
utes! Sigh... on to other stuff. 

After what I wrote before about working and col¬ 
lege and the future a lot of people wrote me to say that 
they felt the same way and many responded that they 
never wanted to wear a suit when they grew up (what¬ 
ever that means). However, I think that they’re missing 
something. I’ve worked nice jobs (well, kinda nice...) and 
some shitty ones and I think that neither allow the per¬ 
son who is working them very much freedom at all and 
are basically a load of shit I’ve decided that not only could 
I never wear a suit, but I could never wear a blue collar 
uniform either. I can’t figure out exactly what I want to do, 
but I know that it has nothing to do with the way the way 
this society is structured. I need something more. I can’t 
be someone’s whipping boy, but at the same time I can’t 
stand to be someone else’s whipping boy. I should note 


though that one seems to have more freedom to do what¬ 
ever one wants and be oneself when one’s in a suit, not in 
a uniform.That’s something to think about...AII my experi¬ 
ences have added up to one thought though; work sucks. 

Last but not least in the “worth a mention” file. 
Whatever you do in life I think you should follow your 
heart. Do whatever you want and feel is right for you, 
because if you don’t I think you’ll be sorry. I feel kinda like 
I’m preaching, but I don’t think I am. I see a lot of my friends 
who seem to know what they want, but they are just afraid 
to try and grasp it. I think that’s horrible. I think that every¬ 
thing is within grasp if you’re willing to try hard enough. 
Maybe this belief of mine has to do with why I push myself 
so hard, I don’t know. It’s irrelevant. Just follow your 
dreams. People who try and stop you suck. Fight the sys¬ 
tem! Sorry, I just couldn’t resist that last one, he he he.... 

In other news. I still do a personal fanzine called Oh 
Well. If you want a copy (now up to #4) write me and if 
possible send me a buck. It’s big, it’s long, and it’s kinda like 
what I was writing about up above. Stuff from the depths 
of the heart. Another zine that is worth a mention is Per¬ 
sonality Closet. It is done by an e-mail friend of mine and 
honestly I just got it in the mail today so I’ve only read 
some of it, but it too comes from the heart. Good stuff. It 
has fiction and poetry too for folks who dig it. She didn’t 
tell me how much it is but let’s say $ I .To get it write her 
at:Ammi Keller; 235 Garth Rd. B-3A; Scarsdale, NY 10583. 

So...WRITE ME! I answer e-mail everyday and reg¬ 
ular mail every few months (sorry, but I’m just slow about 
it...).You can reach me at the southern address of this zine 
or e-mail at “WillDandyl@aol.com” I hope to hear from 
you. Seeya. 



About six years ago, I went through the kind of 
personal hell that sucks you into a cultural vacuum. Read¬ 
ing the newspaper (literally) made me want to get a gun 
and go out and shoot people. I had to stop reading the 
newspaper for a while. My records collected dust; I 
stopped listening to them. At most other difficult times in 
my life. I’d relied on music for emotional sustenance (the 
Dead Kennedys were especially handy for that kind of 
thing) but this time, music was just like salt in my wounds. 
Everything I listened to just made me feel worse. Even if 
it made me happy. If you’ve been there, you know what I 
mean. I was having graphically detailed fantasies about 
chopping certain people up every day. Some of them were 


members of my immediate family. In short, it sucked, and 
I hope I never feel that way again. 

My friend Moira was in pretty much the same psy¬ 
chological straits I was, and for similar reasons. Sometimes 
she would come over and we’d sit in my kitchen and 
smoke cigarettes and talk about how much we wanted to 
kill people. Somehow, we started making a comic book. 

Neither of us had a computer and we were too 
fucked up to draw complicated little pictures over and 
over. We made simple rubber stamps out of Art Gum 
erasers and scrawled out our text in felt -tip pen. Many 
cups of coffee, packs of cigarettes, and bags of Fritos later, 
we had something called Bug City Comics that was ready 
to Xerox. 

I think we made just 20 copies in the first run.We 
forgot to number the pages, and for some reason we did¬ 
n’t have the print shop collate it, so putting it together 
was a nightmare. I spread them all out on my apartment 
floor, stood amongst them and had to think so hard about 
how to put them together that if the phone had rung at 
the wrong moment, I would have had to throw in the 
towel. Moira decided it would be cute to have a photo of 
me awash in the sea of comics.There was one shot left in 
the camera, and the flash didn’t go off.The picture came 
out blurry and orange. Our next problem was stapling; we 
didn’t have a stapler big enough to handle 20 plus pages, 
so we ended up sewing some of them, which took forev¬ 
er and hurt our fingers. 

The comics themselves were very sloppy and prim¬ 
itive, and the humor was too dark to be appreciated by 
anyone who wasn’t standing on the ledge thinking about 
jumping. Or so we thought. We were completely sur¬ 
prised when the first 20 disappeared through word-of- 
mouth within a few days.The cover price was on a sliding 
scale: $0 - $5. Enough people paid the $5 price that we 
had enough to cover the cost of printing 20 more (did I 
mention that we were broke?) and so it went. 

We were even more surprised when we got some 
media attention. Apparently a comic book about rape and 
child abuse was interesting even to people who didn’t 
think it was funny. One newspaper reporter asked “where 
we got the idea”. I didn’t know how to answer that at all. 

I think I made a remark to the effect that doing the comic 
was slightly more difficult but also slightly more fun than 
suicide. Of course, though I was kind of serious, I also 
thought this was pretty funny. As I recall, the reporter did¬ 
n’t laugh. I’m sure a lot of the people who read that quote 
in the paper didn’t laugh either. 

I have no idea how many we sold, how many we 
gave away, how many we printed. I know that they were all 
over the United States. Everything stayed on a grassroots, 
word-of-mouth level. After a while, momentum died out, 
Moira and I went separate ways (literally and figuratively) 
and Bug City became another fixture in my file cabinet. 

Since then, there have been occasional surges of 
interest. It’s a miracle if they can track the comic down. 









The last time it happened, I gave the person a few 
discount distro copies and permission to use the 
profit to reprint. I have no idea what ever happened 
with that. 

A few months ago, I started my zine Violation 
Fez. Now I’m not suicidal and I have a computer 
(these two facts are remotely related, yes).The expe¬ 
rience of doing Violation Fez is completely different 
from the experience I had doing Bug City. The prod¬ 
uct is different, too. So different, in fact, that I won’t 
waste words comparing and contrasting them. 

The great thing is, I have a place to putViolation 
Fez. I can send it to other publishers and get it 
reviewed, or trade it for other zines.This process is 
satisfying in an immediate way, like handing my comic 
to friends on the street was. 

Certainly, it’s nothing like publishing in the “real” 
world, where you often make the same amount of 
(no) money, but have no real contact with readers. If 
you get a poem published in some hoity toity journal, 
you don’t get to trade it for other poems. And who 
the fuck knows what people think of it? If they think 
of it. That is, if they don’t have their head too far up 
their pedigreed asses. It’s much more fun to put a zine 
together than to send my work out to the fat cats, 
because with the zine I feel like there really is some¬ 
one out there waiting to read it. I know I can send it 
places and it won’t always just rot in a pile. Not to get 
corny or anything, but when I do the zine thing, I feel 
like I’m part of something.There’s nothing I like better 
than trading the weird shit that I stay up late doing for 
the weird shit that somebody else stays up late doing. 
When I do the “professional writer” thing, I feel like 
I’m completely alone. 

Here’s the other thing about the “real world” of 
publishing: the process is so endlessly long that by the 
time your work sees print, you wish you’d rewritten it 
or never written it at all. I wrote a poem for my moth¬ 
er and her partner for their anniversary. Through a 
series of events, it ended up submitted to a magazine 
(someone read it and asked me to submit it).This isn’t 
a magazine that anyone would know the name of, but 
Audre Lorde was their poetry editor for many years. 
It’s edited out of Columbia University, it’s kind of real. 
Blah blah blah. 

I do maintain a bit of a fantasy that maybe 
someday I won’t have to support myself selling noser¬ 
ings to nasty teenagers whose pants are falling down 
because of the sixteen credit cards they’re toting (or 
is it a grunge thing? Hard to tell). I do dream that 
someday maybe somebody will give me enough 
money to just write that I won’t have to also take a 
bus to someplace and do some other bullshit for 
somebody else 30-40 hours a week.Yeah, I know it’s a 
long shot. But even though my heart is always with the 


underground art scene, I am willing to apply a little bit 
of effort to getting published in the “real world”. I 
would rather spend my energy on Punk Planet,Viola¬ 
tion Fez, my plays, etc. But I try not to look a gift 
horse in the mouth because you know, maybe some¬ 
one will want to give me some money someday. Or 
something. I can dream, can I? 

Anyway, back to reality: months later, I get a let¬ 
ter from an editor saying she wants this and that 
change made. I didn’t do everything they asked. I was 
willing to move some punctuation around, so I did 
that.Then, another month or two later, I get a letter 
saying that I “must” send my poem on an IBM for¬ 
matted Disk in Word Perfect (Of course, I use Word, 
a Mac, etc.) to some woman in Long Island. And I 
must do it by such and such a (soon) date. I complied 
because I found someone right away who could make 
an IBM disk for me in a way that didn’t involve money 
or retyping. But I was prepared to say, no way, retype 
it yourself. Give me a fucking break! So I get the disk, 

I send the disk. A month passes. I have no word that 
it has been received, nothing. Another month passes. 
And another.Then I get a letter from some publisher 
in California, which turns out to be the parent pub¬ 
lisher of the Columbia journal. I am instructed (com¬ 
manded, really) to sign the enclosed contract 
immediately, they need to receive it within 48 hours. 
Now, I’m in Massachusetts, and at this point, I feel like 
telling them to fuck off. But instead, I found an Email 
address. I Emailed and informed them that I would 
sign and return the contract by regular first class mail, 
and that they would just have to live with it. I got a 
message back from the administrative assistant, who 
said that would be just fine. She also said that she had 
gone to the copy machine with my poem (and count¬ 
less other pieces of paper) and had inadvertently read 
it She loved it, she made a copy for herself and read 
it several times again it on her breaks. At this point 
we’re about one full year into the process, and it’s the 
first time I’ve felt good about it. Not just because 
she’d said something nice, but because she had a real 
human response to the work. 

I think that I won’t see the magazine until 
November. I will see two copies. I know this because 
two copies is what I’m getting paid. I wouldn’t be sur¬ 
prised if Lisa’s (the admin assistant) comment is the 
last one I get. 

People complain that Factsheet 5 is slow.Yikes! 
Not really. Even though I don’t always agree with their 
staff reviewers, I’m grateful for Factsheet 5.1 know 
there’s got to be a ton of tedious grunt work involved 
in putting that thing together and I’m sure glad they 
do it. (for that matter, even though it seems like 
there’s a lot of people involved in Punk Planet, the 
people who actually do the physical work of putting 


it together and mailing it out are few. If you’re ready to 
nail me right now because you think I’m blowing my 
own horn, wait I’m not talking about myself. I’m talking, 
primarily, about Dan and Julia and now Jim Connell.) 

This week I had a rotten lousy day at work (rot- 
tener and lousier than usual) and I came home to 
some envelopes containing crumpled-up dollar bills; 
requests for Violation Fez. One was from a kid I’d sent 
#2 to just a few days before. I’d told him that #1 was 
sold out. But he liked #2 so much that he wrote me a 
long letter and sent another dollar, hoping that I’d 
either find a copy of #1 or send him #3 whenever it 
came out.That same day I also got two zines as trade 
and a letter from my old friend Moira. Needless to say, 
I felt better. 

If we’d had Factsheet 5 and Punk Planet to send 
our comic to back in 1989, I’m sure we would have. 
I’m sure we would have reached more people. At the 
time, if there was anywhere to send it, we didn’t know 
what it was. I can picture it easily in either the “quirky” 
or “fringe” section of Factsheet Five. Or maybe the 
“grrrl” section. So many possibilities. It seems that if 
you do something really different, really weird, in 
zineland, people often admire your weirdness even if 
they don’t personally enjoy your work. Had I known 
all this was going to happen, I wouldn’t have been so 
depressed. 

VIOLATION FEZ is available for $1 from 5 
Warfield Place/Northampton, MA 01060 



I’m breaking every rule here with MORE poet¬ 
ry, MORE tears, MORE roses than there ever, ever 
ought to be. And why not? I can see you locking your 
door, with one hand to your head as you sigh, daunt¬ 
ed with dismay. Furtively you look for your STILL LIFE 
record, finally finding it underneath your bedroom pil- 
low.The clouds darken outside, you shake with excite¬ 
ment, the gripping anticipation crescendos as one 
voice in a symphony of emotion, the needle falls heav¬ 
ily. All of this to hear “I love you” crooned to you one 
more time in the greatest drama of overblown senti¬ 
ment this side of the yesteryear RITES OF SPRING 
retrospective. You can’t be running on empty when 
awkward moments meet bravely and squarely with 
abrasive insight, executed with awkward finesse.Yeah, 
you got it. Like always, rock n’ roll. 
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“Nobody ever dies here/They just keep on 
bleeding/Fuck you all” 

- KEROSENE 454 “Pointer Ridge” 

A week ago a kid pulls a gun on me in Staten 
Island, and mugs me for a dollar. My reaction is, with a 
nonchalance I can’t even explain to myself, “How flat¬ 
tering.” A friend I haven’t talked to in two years com¬ 
mits suicide a few days after I return from my roadying 
stint with SAMUEL. Suddenly I feel so much more vul¬ 
nerable than any previous immortality complex would 
allow. What happens to hardcore kids when they die? 
Do they pipe endless murmuring of PROJECT X over 
the cosmic PA? I mention it not to trivialize it along 
with the ever so important “shop talk” of a hardcore 
kid, but just because you would figure that despite the 
details or the reasons behind it, that the passing of a 
life should be documented somewhere. I want to be 
remembered, and I don’t want to forget, not just to 
wave a suave cigarette a straight-edge cultist like me 
would never smoke and say that everything comes as 
incidental moments in the end. Outside of whatever 
role this person played in my life, there has to be some 
basic importance in the loss of a life. Can choosing 
your own death impart a kind of depth that easily sub¬ 
stitutes what was previously written off as ordinary 
depression? Enter the false romance of suicide stage 
left I come away with realizing I’ve severely underesti¬ 
mated the issue and someone I’ll never speak to again. 
Begin and never cease. I am a hardcore kid, and I am 
destined to rule the world. That is a life and death 
issue. Claim your time, before it claims you. 

I’m a sullen, brooding figure with creased eye¬ 
brows and a stern face. I’m the studious one, the 
thoughtful one, the subtle presence.The anti-social, tac¬ 
iturn, Mr. Data type that never knows when to quit. I’m 
the one who’s always mired in high school politics, 
being constantly excluded (most often by choice), and 
the living exemplum of some dark side of shyness, a 
sirening herald loudest with my well crafted sense of 
innate superiority. I’m in the constituency that Morris¬ 
sey claims to represent, having never gotten what I 
wanted, save for one thing: grief, so that I can complain, 
complain and complain some more. I am a bitter little 
bastard with bad roadie skills and an unwillingness to 
lift heavy objects coming to rest on seven weeks of 
exile in Connecticut, my kind of self-inflicted Gorky 
Park for the summer. My tour with IMPETUS INTER is 
over, my tour with SAMUEL is over, and now it’s just 
me and my backbiting comments until I return to pro¬ 
fessional scenesterism in the Midwest. May my return 
to my icy abode in Minnesota be swift. 

I’m sitting in New York’s famed CBGB’s, playing 
the part of the delinquent roadie for resident State 
College indie-rockers SAMUEL.Vanessa is crooning in 
“In Sleep”, and I am astonished at the chills running 


down my spine. That’s how rock critics always 
describe being moved by a moment, isn’t it? "Unfath¬ 
omable” is anything but, as the set progresses into 
one of the sexier moments in the nine weeks I have 
been touring the country.There is nothing perfected 
in her nasally twang which gives way to a low, husky 
whispering tone that is as familiar to me as anything 
like the simple, unreasoning desire to want. Can’t you 
see clever and coy coming a little closer and saying 
something in that voice?. What do you want, and do 
you feel right in wanting it? We’re all such bad, bad 
kids. And doesn’t it show? 

“This is the way I get up when I’m unhappy with 
myself/l feel my mistakes pounding into my head, lying 
to my conscience, believing that I was misled” 

The crude reasoning of my meathead sweet¬ 
hearts in SNAPCASE.the very same poets in Champi¬ 
on sweatshirts who recently regaled us in Norm 
Arenas’ zine “Anti” with their fervent emphasis on girl¬ 
friends, family and brotherhood.The song title is “Cog¬ 
nition”, most likely found in a quick thumbing through 
of the thesaurus, trying to look old school smarts 
where the basic, simian sentiment would have sufficed. 
A pounding relentless pulse easily makes it a hardcore 
gem in my book. I sit back for a moment and sigh, real¬ 
izing that I will always, always love boys more than any¬ 
thing else, self-hating drag queen that I am. 

The SONICS say,“I just want money” as a sister 
of mine and I cruise down Route 57. A young deer 
stumbles out into the road and is pegged by oncoming 
traffic, convulsing on the median. She looks back, rub¬ 
ber-necking, and says with only slight distraction as she 
focuses on the road again, “This is some of the best 
music that was ever written." I am humbled in realiz¬ 
ing that there are some universal truths that are plain 
even to my aspiring prom queen siblings. 

The SWINGIN’ UTTERS and SHEER TERROR 
played a show together in Philadelphia. Wouldn’t you 
have loved to see that one? More “emo” than Phillips, 
no duh. 

I decide that Kent McClard must be one of the 
good guys as we both smirk at a ridiculous Ian Sveno- 
nius doing the funny dance in a rock club in DC.The 
tight slacked, vampire darlings in attendance are rapt 
with attention. Clones every one, rigid. Who’s doing 
the funny little Prince imitation with every ounce of 
seriousness that any DOWNCAST lyric sheet ever 
had? I have no time for people who are not in on their 
own joke. No serious time anyways.There’s a differ¬ 
ence between schtick and being your own fool. I feel 
an electricity in the air being in the midst of polar 
opposites, function versus fashion. I bend close to the 
Ebullition guru, looking at cool kid numero uno on the 


dance floor,“Hello, full-on crazy.” My once favorite tar¬ 
get McClard snickers softly. I feel a shift in the balance 
of my universe. This is like hearing the ultimate last 
laugh which will say in the driest, most dismissive tone 
to the imitators and terminally self conscious, a final 
damning "Whatever”. 

It’s a Minnesota update.The kids are hanging from 
the rafters in rapt attention to rising stars in the Twin 
Cities, DISEMBODIED. Kevin’s living room swells as singer 
Aaron makes a reference over and over to the only thing 
that matters,“That which corrupts my thoughts.” Pure, 
unrelenting evil. More than your average mid-tempo mosh 
staple, or an homage to UNBROKEN. It’s a metronome 
counting out the last hours. Move over CREEPERS, the 
new wave has come. 

More than anything I am tired of being jaded, of 
knowing better, of wanting more and not having a sin¬ 
gle idea of how to get where I want to go. I am tired 
and restless knowing that what is going on right now 
is not what is really “happening” in any sense of the 
word. Intensity, like anything, is only portioned out in 
small moments. Why does it seem like time is running 
out to make good on every possible opportunity to 
achieve them? 

I’m standing to one side in a small store front in 
Pensacola, FL watching my favorite band that lived a 
short life,TRIGGER. There are so many quietly des¬ 
perate, obscure, raging, tear-jerking instances in life. 
Hailing from Houston, touring with fellow Texas rock¬ 
ers CARBOMB who played every night like it was their 
last show, soul is the shoe that fits.There is a small, but 
ultimately fulfilling satisfaction in the times where you 
can honestly say to yourself,“Yeah, this is it.” The best 
tension that exists is identifying with the human ele¬ 
ment and the uncertainty of connection. Soul. I hate to 
use big words kids, but that’s what you get with a high- 
scoring SAT nerd like me.There’s no other way to put 
it. Like Sid said so long ago, "Gimme a fix.” From the 
time when “punk” was merely some term used to 
berate a loose jail-boy, to these equally desperate 
nineties, try and think of something better to carve 
into your chest, I dare you. 

David Hake/PO Box 4061 /Sl Paul.MN 55104 

dhake@macalstr.edu 
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cash chk. or m.o to Joey Edwards!!! If you live out¬ 
side of the U S. add $$ for postage. Send a Stamp for 
a complete catalog of ati the cool stuff i got 4 sate. 
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/ SOW O Strange looking gOY selling Boris the SprinklerT-shirts this July during the whirlwind 

Boris/Riverdales/AAr. T Experience tour. I had a sinking feeling it was the good reverend himself, but didn’t know quite what to say. 
Janelle (yes, THAT Jane lie), who was selling shirts for the Riverdales, introduced me, and sheepishly,! asked Norb to do an interview for 
Punk Planet He was pleased to.This interview doesn’t really capture the feeling of actually talking with Norb. His voice is something to 
hear, and the speed at which he talked made me feel like a drooling mute when it came time for me to ask another question.Anyway, 
enjoy, this is a long one, but it*s worth it. Just remember. Low Level Telepaths. 

Interview by Dan Sinker & Joe Nrrrd. Photos by Shawn Scallen A Dan Sinker. 


Norb: Pleasure to meet your acquain¬ 
tance, sir. 

PPJoe: How's it going? 

N: It’s going swell like jthe {liberty bell. 


mg 


enemy territory here? Being a 
Wisconsonite performing in Illinois? 

N: I’m not sure [because, you know, as I 
drove past the second Grateful Dead 
concert that I drove past this week today, 
I looked in the parking lot, and I hate to 
admit this, I'm going to have to say it in 
a muted whisper, somewhere in the 
parking lot, a man, or some tailgaters, or 
whatever the Grateful Dead type dead¬ 
head parallel to the tailgater is at a foot- 


PPD: Fantastic!! So what is the signifi¬ 
cance of performing in your underwear? 
As three out of four members of Boris 
the Sprinkler were in underwear, if we 
can consider wrestling shorts as under¬ 
wear, which|. 

N: |?restling shorts are not underwear, 
i.e, they are not made to be worn under¬ 
neath a garmet. They are actually outer¬ 
wear that sort of has many of the char¬ 


acteristics of underwear. Our drummer 




which I saw last week. 

PPDamYou did? 

N: I did! 

PPD: You were in Philadelphia then? 

N: We rocked Philly; We rocked upstairs 
from Nick’s Roast Beef in Philadelphia, 

Pennsylvania about two blocks away 
from the liberty bell. Then I got to eat 
free roast beef and curly fries downstairs 
at Nick’s! It was... more than incredible, 
reitty/cNick is cool. And then we got to / 
five doors down the street and see the; Packers flag In Soldier Field is still com- N: You generally play in your under- 

Figgs at Keiper Pass who were the best mendable. So I'm not really sure if we’re wear... you generally practice in your 

in enemy territory or not. As we are out underwear. 

of the Chicago city limits and , in f Paul#2: Because I don't want to ruin my 
Evanston, a city that appears to stock its clothes. When I'm done playing and I'm 

bathrooms with toilet paper. And actual- wearing clothes, I can wring like a gallon 

ly has bathrooms, a concept fbrejguto of sweat out of them. And I usually end 


ball game, they were doing whatever it is often plays in his underwear, I believe 

that they do, and someone was flying a simply for the coolness and comfort. Is 

big ass Green Bay Packers flag, and itj that correct Paul number 2? 
hurt me in here, but yet flying thfe Paul#2: What’s that? 


band we saw all week. Now normally that 
would not mean that much but since the 
bands I saw that week included The 
Queers, The Riverdales, The Mr. T. 
Experience, and The Beatnick Termites, 
that’s actually saying a lot. Then we 
drove home straight from Philadelphia to 
Green Bay, I drove from Philadelphia to 

South Bend Indiana by myself. I wanted 

, 

to drive all the way just so I could call 
Ben and tell him I wasn’t a pussy, but... 
eh, fuck it. 

PPD: Does Ben do all the driving for the 
Riverdales or something? 

N: Nah, at one point in time he suggested 
that we were pussies because we weren’t 
driving all the way from Cleveland, Ohio 

to Hoboken, New Jersey, we were stop- 

; 

ping in Pennsylvania, So, you know, once 
you challenge that fighting Wisconsonite 
spirit, you know weVe gotta retort. 

PPD: Now are you in fact playing in 


most Chicagoers... or Chicagoians... or 
Chicagoinanians... 

PPD: Chicagoans would be the correct 
pronunciation. 

N: I believe you’re correct I forgot your 
question. I hope I’ve answered it. 

PPD: I forget my question. 

N: Cool! 

PPD: and Pm terrified of transcribing 
this interview now, but... all the better. 

N: That’s right, put the fear of god into 
.you. Just pretend that I’m Joey 
Vindictive and I’m babbling endlessly 
and every now and then make a com¬ 
ment about a Zanex bong. It goes over 
real well with the masses. 

PPJ:Whoa... 


up throwing them in my bass drum and 
they sit there for like a month and they 
ferment and they smell like burnt piss. 

N: It’s true. Now I myself was wearing 
my... Oh I can show you (picks up the 
Archie shirt that he’s wearing in the pho¬ 
tos you see here). I got this in the inti¬ 
mate apparels section of K-Mart ladies 
wear in 1986. My dad gave me some 
money, like fifty dollars or something 
and told me to buy some clothes because 
I was wearing jeans with holes in the 
knees and the older generation has not 
warmed up to that. They seem to have 
gotten over the wearing one earing 
means you’re gay thing, but yet they 
have not warmed up to the holes in the 














jeans thing. So I was at my dad’s house I 
had holes in my jeans and he’s like, 
“Jesus Christ son, get yourself some 
clothes.” So I went to K-Mart and I got 
myself this Archie nightie, it’s actually a 
female night shirt, and I was wearing it 
tonight, and I believe that if you’re wear¬ 
ing a night shirt, you should either be 
wearing your underwear or nothing 
underneath^ it. Well... nothing is not an 
option because there'd be stuff slapping 
around and fhere’d be sort of things con¬ 
tacting and smashing together like those 
(lacker balls. I really could not perform 
to the best of my abilities and sing in my 
manly baritone if I happened to be 
singing soprano due to testicular colli- 
sions and whatnot therefore I felt that 
wearing my usual Fruit of the Looms was 

P plrway to go. Our bass player 
g his underwear... I’m not sure. He 
seems to be round the bend. I’d say. It 
has something to do with that helmet 
with all the protrusions on it. We call 
that the brain sucker helmet because 
whoever becomes instantly about the IQ 
of some sort of .crustacean. And he's 
been wearing that brain sucker helmet to 
like 70% of our shows. I think he’s pretty 
much lost it. He also wears purple 
underwear, I thought colored under¬ 
wear... 


PPD: It was nice how his underwear and 
his helmet coordinated. 

N: It’s true! Do you think he’s 
planning that stuff out or do 
you think it’s just a 
happy accident? 

PPD: I uh... 

PPJ: It's a conspir 
acy. 

N: Because pur¬ 
ple is my 
favorite color 
but yet I 
heartily 
endorse the 

plain, white, 
generic Fruit of 
th |# Looms, 

although they do have 
these little yellow and" 
blue stripes on the elastic 
waistband. I wear a size medium 
I would wear a small, but you’ve 


many people about the existence of Little 
T. I saw him wrestle in 
the Brown 
County 
Arena in 


about 


there was a Little 


give that package some room to swing there was! If you have a picture of Little 


Mr 


every now and again. 

PPD: Yes, I did notice you had a little 
peep show going on around the leg 
holes. 

N: Well... you can’t give the ladies every¬ 
thing just on primary visual inspection. 
You’ve gotta leave a little something to 
the imagination so they have enough 
interest to check it out later... (lapses 
into a falsetto voice) *Whoo whoo whoo, 
yeah! I’m a weasel slappin’, never nap- 
pin’, jet plain flyin’ limosene drivin’, 
so and so all the womens are 
gonna come and... wait! I’m doing 
this in the wrong voice... I should 
be doing this in a wrestler voice. 
Oh well... 

PPD: It’s a midget wrestler. 

N: That’s true and if anyone has 
any pictures of Little j|\ the midget 
wrestler whose schtick was imitating 
. T please please photocopy those pic¬ 
tures and send them to me. I’ve told 


T, please please send it in to me. 
Reverend Norb PO Box 1173 Green Bay 
Wisconsin 54305, and you’ll be rewarded 
justly! But don’t send in a picture of 
Gary Coleman dressed as Mr. T because 
that’s not right. It’s a different thing 
entirely... I think. Unless I hallucinated 
the whole Little jT thing and it was actu¬ 
ally Gary Coleman. 

PPJ: No, I saw Little T. He was on TY 
once... It was A Current Affair or some¬ 
thing. 

N: That’s right! There are only like four 
or five midget wrestlers that tour. There 
was Lord Littlebrook, he was the elder 
statesman, then there was that cowboy 
guy, then there was Little Tokyo, and 
then there was Little T. And they toured 
like that for like two years, and by golly I 
don’t have anybody to back up Little T. J 
except for this gentleman. Whoo! 

PPJ: But didn't he also wrestle big guy 
N: I’m not really sure. I heard that th 










was one match where it was like Little T 
and ten midget wrestlers against three 
normal sized wrestlers or something. 

PPJ: I may also be getting it confused 
with midget tossing. 

N: I believe that Little T may have also 


PPD: Which in combination with the 
recovery of your Antler Helmet... 

N: It’s tru^ Things are looking up man. 
Things are looking up. 

Pj?D: Now how did you get the Antler 
Helmet back? 


been a midget tosser midget at one ' N: Well, the Antler Helmet was swiped, as 

you know, after a performance at OK’s 
Corail in Madison a couple months ago! 
Then, allegedly, it ALLEGED¬ 

LY. allegedly >he<>tory I got from the 
Madison club owners—or at least... the 


in time too 

PPD:You mean a MidgetTossee? 

N: A tossee. Yes. A tossed midget. As 
opposed to a tossed salad. Again, I forget 
my point. I hope I’ve answered your 
question. v 

PPD:Without a doubt. IF 
PPJ: Now we saw some guy give you a 
sweat sock earlier and you seemed 
rather appreciative... 


guys who were there was that 
the Antler Helmet was 
sent back by the 
perpetrators in a 
Jjgpxi to the 


but any 


they sort 


had 


N: Well, in the mid eighties, I had a ^lub —I 
roommate who was heavily into Newport^# not sure if 
cigarettes, and I believe some of out; I believe 
laundry had cross-circuited in the wasljB 
ing and drying machine in our apaig 
ment. And I for years have gone around 
with one Newport sock that I believe 
probably has a partner somewhere, 
probably at his house ‘cause he moved 
out ‘cause he got married. And I believe; Antler 
the first night of our tour in RockfordljS Helmet and 
Illinois I happened to be wearing my one 
Newport sock, my lucky sock—I also 
have one sock with purple stuff around 
the ankles, that’s my other lucky sock, I 
never wear them together—and Jay, who 
is the gentleman from Lynnards Innards 
spotted my one Newport sock in 
Rockford and said, “I can get you a 
matching one of those,” because he had 
some roommate that was heavily into 
Newport Premiums as well, he came 
through—Jay came through—I now hMpl 
two Newport socks which means... IW t&gy started to hold the Antler Helmet for 


* due 

111 

delay 


the 

in 

Haximum Rock & 

RdDa|receiving of articles & 
printifjjg; of articles, by the time the 
article that said I lost my Antler Helmet 
was printed, they already had the Antler 
Helmet back, but they thought that I had 
no idea where the Antler Helmet was— 
which was stupid because they had 
already called me and told me that the 
lantler helmet was back there—so then 


not sure. They have either canceled each 
other out and they are now my unlucky 
socks or my simply not lucky at all 
socks, or they are my double lucky socks 
and good tidings will befall me forever 
and ever. I’m not sure. 


ransom. People would send me ransom 
notes & pictures of my Antler Helmet on 
mannequin heads with ransom demands 
and things like that. Some of our friends 
were really drunk and were going down 
to Madison to see the Ramones play 


about a month ago, and they walked 
into a liquor store and the liquor store 
was playing our CD, and the people from 
Green Bay said, “You like Boris The 
Sprinkler?!” and the people behfndjt^; 
counter said, “Do we like him?? We*ve 
got the Antler Helmet!!” So then the gig 
was kinda up. But I was given a list of 
ransom demands, blah blah blah, to 
execute at our last performance in 
Madison, Wisconsin—which was not at 
OK’s Corrall but at the Chamber—so I 
did all this sort of stupid stuff, 
and then I was givdn 
ANOTHER note'll 
the end of the 
night that 
said that 
after we 
booked 
another 
show at 
OK’s 
Corral 
then they 
would 
return the 
Antler 
Helmet, 
because appar¬ 
ently they would no| 
return the Antler helmetat- 
a show we played at a different club, 
but I thought enough is enough and 
then I sent Brad Marta from Rhetoric 
Records, the man who put out our CD 
on picture disk vinyl. He went to OK’s 
Corrall, ‘cause he lives only a block away 
from there, and he rescued the Antler 
Helmet and he brought it back to me in 
Rockford, Illinois—again, the same place 
that I got my other lucky sock. No no! 
That’s not the place I got my other lucky 
sock. That’s the place where the idea 
first formed in Jay's head that I needed 
a second lucky sock. So it was a very, 
very fortuitous night in Rockford, Illinois 












There are only like 


(j p] H Effl fffl 


indeed. I hope I’ve amswered your ques¬ 
tion. 

PPD: Now, not to be nit-picky, but how 
does one put out a CD that’s picture 
disk vinyl? 

N: Whadya mean? Could you explain the 
question further? 

PPD: Sure, previously you said that the 
guy from Rhetoric Records was releas¬ 
ing your CD on picture disk vinyl... 

N: Oh! I put out the CD version and then 
he put out a picture disk vinyl version of 
the CD. No, the CD was not a little 
round grooved thing five inches 
wide with a big hole in the center 
that would spin around at five 
hundred rpm or whatever, no 
no no! It was a separate 
thing. Everything is as you 
imagine it, everything is 
OK. There’s a twelve-inch 
vinyl version of it some¬ 
where, there’s a little bitty 
CD somewhere. When all 
the picture disks are gone, 
which is going to be pretty 
soon, he’s going to also put out 
the album on regular vinyl. He’s 
also going to be putting out our new 
CD on vinyl, because I’m to lazy to do 
it, and because it’s hard to mail albums 
because then you have to buy album 
mailers, and that’s no fun! Whereas CDs 
you can just stick 'em in an envelope 
with a bunch of crushed up newspaper, 
which is why I like the CD format. You 
also make money off of CDs! It’s a terri¬ 
ble thing to say. From a producers 
standpoint, I can understand why people 
wanna sell CDs because even at eight 
dollars post paid—which is reasonable— 
you’re still making a hell of a chunk on 
your CDs which do not cost all that 
much to make. But never mind that... 
that makes it sound like I’m interested in 
money—which of course I am, but I don’t 
want it to sound like I am so never mind 


that. I hope I’ve answered your question. 

PPD: Now, your release on Mutant Pop. 
Who’s idea was it to release it on six col¬ 
ors of vinyl, and have the clear vinyl ver¬ 
sion have a different B side? 

N: THE CLEAR HAS A DIFFERENT B 
SIDE?? WHAT!! WHAT?? THE CLEAR 
HAS A DIFFERENT B SIDE!!! ARE YOU 
SERIOUS?? WAS THERE SOME KIND OF 
SCREW UP AT THE PRESSING PLANT 

WHERE THAT 


WHOLE 175 
ON CLEAR VINYL WAS RUINED BY HAV¬ 
ING A DIFFERENT SONG PLACED ON 
THE B SIDE?? IS THAT WHAT YOU’RE 
TELLING ME?????!! 

PPD: It is indeed. 

N: Oh my goodness! That’s incredibly 
shocking. There’s a hundred and seventy 
five defective records in this world that 
will never be repressed!!! Oh my good¬ 
ness. I would hate to think that people 
would make some kind of collectors item 
out of this., this., this... tragedy! Oh, this 
tragedy that befell the Mutant Pop 
Record Corporation. God, I’m broken up 
about this.. Oh dear lord. It’s terrible. It’s 


almost as if Tim knew that we were 
Rezillos fans, and it’s almost as if Tim 
had that copy of the Rezillos 45 that was 
supposed to have f\ Wanna Be Your 
Man,” the Beatles song on the B-side. 
But actually the first pressing had a live 
recording of- “My Baby Does Good 
Sculptures.” It’s almost as if he was lis¬ 
tening to that and he called me and we 
planned this^out, which of course is... 
OhI To even imply something like that is 
terrible. Oh, I couldn’t... it’s news to me, 
man. I’m shocked! I’ve gotta get a hold of 
that zanex bong. Good thing I’m in 
Chicago! I hope I’ve answered your 
question heh heh heh.... The six col¬ 
ors of vinyl were definitely Tim’s 
idea. 

PPD: Were they? Tim Davenport’s 
a good man. 

N: He certainly is. In point of fact, 
that CD is now in its seventh 
color of vinyl, which is black. And 
we’re trying to debate whether 
that counts as a color or not, as 
he’s sold most of the colored ones. 
PPD: Or in fact the absence of color. 

N: The absence of color. The null set as 
it were. 

PPD: If it’s a United Pressing Plant press¬ 
ing, it’s actually a very dark brown. 

N: It’s true. Or sometimes a very light 
brown. Luckily for all parties concerned, 
he get it pressed at some place that’s 
expensive, therefore the black is thick, 
opaque, and in fact a true black. 

PPD: Beautiful. 

N: In essence. Is black actually a color of 
vinyl? We were debating that. It’s sort of 
like is Neapolitan a flavor of ice cream. 

PPD:A flavor or... I m 

N: A state of mind. 

PPD:Ah... 

PPJ: It’s the Benetton of ice cream. 

N: Oh yes.... but what is Benetton? 

PPJ:A state of mind. 

N: Ahhh.... Huh... 











absence of light?? 


PPD:Are there any special requests? 

N: I got the sock and I got the helmet, I’m 
pretty well set. I also need a copy of the 
“Ever Fallen in Love” seven inch by the 
Buzzcocks, because I don’t have that one 
It’s alluded me thus far. Sweet tarts are 
always in good taste. That’s about it. 

Ben Weasel: (calling from the other side 
of the room) Is this a bong fest over here? 
N: No man, it’s emo. Can’t you tell by the 


Actually when we played with Hoover, 
who I believe are an emo band, they 
ordered all the lights turned on. So I 
think this may be an anti-emo.. this may 
be a death metal fest, or perhaps a goth¬ 
ic fest. There are certain gothic overtones 
to this. 

PPD: Well, in fact, Dave Hake predicted 
that the next logical step in emo is in 
fact goth, so... 

N: Huh. I’ll take his word for that since I 
don’t follow emo or goth enough to make 
a logical conclusion. I defer and I will 
accept that under advisement. I’m still 
waiting for the big rockabilly revival 


though. I predicted that the rockabilly 
revival would be what would topple 
grunge but it hasn’t happened. Oddly 
enough it was punk that toppled grunge, 
well who could have predicted that? 
Certainly not us! It’s a strange and crazy 
world. Yikes. I think I need another non¬ 
alcoholic beer. Or at least another sip of 
this one. 

PPD:That’s actually an Old Milwaukee 
non-alcohlic blend?? 

N: It is, it is! It is terrible much like their 
regular beer... 

PPD: Just without the edge. 

N: I dunno. Once the Schlitz brew¬ 
ery was sold, first to Strohs, 
which is in Michigan and then I 
believe to someone in 
Pennsylvania, I believe Old 
Milwaukee lost its after it 
stopped being made in 
Milwaukee. 

Ben Weasel: (coming closer) 
Strohs lost its edge after they 
stopped using water from the 
fucking scummy river in Detroit 

brew it. 

N: Yeah, and they had those taller cans 
with the... 

Ben Weasel: They had to start adding 
cans to their cases to make up for the 
fact that their beer turned to shit. 

N: It’s terrible. Oh well, what can you 
do? 

PPJ: (referring to the big NA on the can 
front) I thought it stood for Narcotics 
Anonymous. 

PPD: Subliminally perhaps. 

N: Naw man, it stands for Negative 
Approach.Me and John Brannon, we’re 
like this see, I even drink his beer, 
(launches into a very convincing Negative 
Approach imitation that I really don’t feel 
like transcribing). You get the idea. 

PPD: You make fun, but then there isn’t 
a Boris the Sprinkler brand Old 


PPD: We’re braking new ground here. 

PPJ: And who has taken up the Benetton 
gauntlet? 

N: I’m sorry, Tm not as fashionable as I 
appear, Jjjr 

PPD: It could be Mutant Pop, with seven 
colors of vinyl. 

N: That’s true! The united colors of 
Mutant Pop. The eighth is on the way. 
Light Blue. Don’t tell anybody. They’re 
supposed to all get scared when they see 
the black vinyl & rush & buy the blue... 
Oh wait a minute, I mean it would be 
terrible if people saw the back vinyl 
and... oh never mind. I hope I have 
not answered your jpestion. 

PPD: Now earlier this evening, 
you introduced a song about 
your high school teacher... 

N: Actually, I just threw that 
in. I wrote this song in about 
1984 when I was nineteen 
and woke up one morning 
next to a particularly loath¬ 
some twenty-seven year old, 
and now, of course, I’m so 
advanced in my age that if I woke 
up next to a twenty "seven year old I 
would feel bad for robbing the cradle, 
but in the interests of... -illk 
PPD:You do realize that the mathemati¬ 
cians in our audience have now figured 
out exactly how old you are. 

N: It’s true. 

PPD: But, you’re probably still safe 
because I’d be surprised if there are any 
mathematicians reading the magazine. 
Your secret is safe with me. 

N: That’s true. Unfortunately, I might as 
well let the cat out of the bag. On August 
Second, Nineteen Ninety Five, I will be 
the big 3-0!! Please send me presents!!! 

PPD: This will be printed a month after 
the fact. 

N: That’s OK, you can still send me pre¬ 
sents. 












Milwaukee now is there! Ik 

k N: It’s true. But there will be! We re going 
Sip to be the next Billy Beer if you remember 

that. IllSil 

jPPD: Of course! Jimmy Carter's broth¬ 

er* beer - 

ISin fact, I think we’re going to hunt up 
'Bill and have him brew for us. If he s 

' |S y 

stUljalive. Actually, we’ll have Amy 
make... Nah! That’d be too... Amy would 
be too: into that pseudo liberal micro¬ 
stuff. We want something mass¬ 
ed and crappy made by the 
Brewery like their old generic 
at used to just say “Beer” on a 
But it would be non-alcoholic, 
so 4t would just say “NA” it shoul<jl be 
mad£ in Gross Point Michigan, where 
Negative Approach were from. 
f>|*D: Hey, relatives of Jimmy Carter live 
In the fine town of Evanston, Illinois* In 
fact, he came to speak at my middle 
school when I was there. 

N: Do tell! 1 

PPJ:What did he say? 

PPD: Honestly, I don’t remember I just 
remember being pissed off that 1 wasn’t 
picked to be on the panel of students 
that got to ask him questions. 

N: Wow. I think Michael Dukakis came 
to speak at the Elks Club in Green Bay 
once, but that ^ about it. 

PPD: Back^to the original point of my 
story. When Coke changed the recipe 
from plain 3old Coke to Coke 2, Amy 
Carter was so frightened that she went 
out & bought herself an entire kitchen 
II of old coke! 

N: Hmm... Now you know, the Coke loy- 










alists believe that the formula was 
ruined in the seventies when they 
stopped using Cyclamates. And of 
course, they went back to making 
regular Coke, and it all turned out to 
be a big marketing ploy, port of like 
something Mutant Pop records would do 
if they were involved in brewing soft 
drinks, so what the hell! GODDAMN 
COKE HEAD!! 

PPD: Or was the formula ruined in the 
twenties when they toolf put cocaine? 

N: In essence, but it’s hard to $nd living 
witnesses to testify to that |JfJ| 

PPD: OK, your infamous Ramones arti¬ 
cle that was not printed in rtRR, why 
wasn’t it? 

N: It wasn’t printed because I took out 
all the vowels, so it was just a big jumble 
of consonants, and Tim thought it was a 
big waste of time, so I think fm going to 
have to put out another issue of my 
fanzine in a couple years, so I can have a 
forum to print this article. YES, THE 
ARTICLE MAXIMUM ROCK & ROLL 
WOULDN’T DARE PRINT!! AND YOU 
WOULDNT DARE READ BECAUSE YOU 
WOULDNT HAVE ENOUGH FREE TIME 
TO SIT & DECIPHER IT! But what the 
hell, it makes me seem far more radical 
than I truly am so therefore I love this 
piece of writing. 

PPD: It’s interesting you bring up vowels, 
because vowels are one of my favorite 
things!! 

N: Vowels are wonderful, I like vowels far 
more than consonants. 

PPjiWhat did you do with the vowels? 

W: I sold them. Two hundred and fifty 


bucks 

a piece they go for in retail, I sold 
them to Wheel of Fortune customers 
for a fuckin’ quarter on the dollar, 
therefore I made sixty two fifty per 
vowel. There was between sixteen and 
eighteen hundred vowels, I pocketed a 
tidy bankroll, I don’t have to work 
again for the rest of my life, because I 
have sold the vowels I took out of my 
rock and roll column. Columnists are 
people that squander them anyway. 
PPD: Now couldn’t it be said that vow¬ 
els are the only things keeping us from 
chaos, and by not... 

N: Actually, all alphabets and all forms 
of symbolic communication such as that 
are crutches for the lazy. We re all 
ruined by the fact that we’ve had alpha¬ 
bets pummeled into our heads, as well 
as other linear modes of thought at a 
young age. Therefore if we were brought 
up in a world devoid of alphabets, by 
say... low level telepaths, we could work 
our telepathy into places where we could 
just project abstract images blah blah 
blah without having to reduce everything 
to a symbolic code and have it retrans¬ 
lated by the person we’re trying to com¬ 
municate with and we’d all be much bet¬ 


ter off. However, as long as alphabets 
stay with us we will NEVER TAKE 
THAT NEXT STEP IN EVOLUTION!! 

PPD: Excellent. 

N: I’m talking shit, but that’s okay. And 
let the record show that my band never 
did the Spider man theme, like the Mr. T 
Experience, and it is also the hidden 
track on the new Ramones CD. But if I 
did, I would change the line “is he 
strong, listen bud, he’s got radioactive 
blood” to “is he strong, listen bud, 
pounds a radioactive pud,” or “pounds 
HIS radioactive pud.” Thank you. 

PPD: Use “his”, it forces us to think 
about Spiderman’s pud, which is some¬ 
thing no one has ever done. 

N: Mary Jane must, she’s his husband. 
Er... well, you know. Well whatever peo¬ 
ple don’t think of Mary Jane having a 
dick either, but I’ve let the cat out of the 
bag! She’s his husband and Peter Parker 
does in fact not have a penis. Don’t tell 
them I said this. 

PPD: Don’t tell who? 

N: Well, you can, blab it to the world! 
PPD:We’re telling Stan Lee. 

N: Oh man! He’s gonna be pissed, and 
then he’s gonna lose his cork screw wig 
and stop playing with the dickies too! 
EXCELSIOR EXCELSIOR!! 

PPD:‘Nuff said. 

N: Muff said. 
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scratch and sniff with... 



The Lunachicks are finally beginning to 
receive a bit of the attention they've 
been due for quite a while now. They've 
put out a great new album. Jerk of All 
Trades, and are landing some of the top 
tours around but most of all they're doing 
it on their own terms. I saw the band live 
and was so overcome with the chops and 
showmanship they displayed that I was 
determined to land an interview with 
them. I recently talked with guitarist 
Sidni when the band was at Go-Kart in 
New York. Interview by Jon Parks. Vintage 
photos by Shawn Scallen. 

PP: I saw you guys live before I ever 
heard the record and it seems to stand 
up pretty well, is that what you were 
going for? 

Sindi: I think this is the first time that 
we have a record that I let other people 
play if I’m in the room or that I give away 
to my friends or that I tell people it’s 
okay to buy. So yeah, I would say that 
we’re gettin a lot closer. Do you have 
any of our other records? 

PP: No. I couldn’t find them anywhere. 
Sindi: Good, I wouldn’t want to disillu¬ 
sion you, they sound like crap. It took 
all these years to be able to do that, to 
be given enough money and enough time 


to put it down in the studio and do it 
right . Also, to have someone good 
enough to get it down right, the way we 
sound live. It’s been really, really, frus¬ 
trating for all these years, not to want to 
push your own record, not wanting them 
to play it or not being proud of it. It 
really sucked. It’s almost like this is our 
first record. People ask about how to get 
our older records, and I tell them to 
enjoy this one and wait until the next 
one. Don’t go trying to dig them up, 
you’ll pay too much, we’ll never see a 
cent and you’ll be severely disappointed. 
Sad but true. 

PP: It seems like there’s a few different 
styles on the album. Is the song writing 
pretty evenly split up? 

S: Yeah, usually you can tell who wrote 
what but it’s getting harder and harder 
to tell especially when we’re writing 
things together. It’s easy to be fooled 
now. It used to be Gina (lead guitarist) 
wrote the more rock stuff and I wrote 
the more punk stuff and Squid (bassist) 
just wrote the more weird stuff. Now it’s 
not so easy to say, “That’s a Gina song” 
or “That’s a Sindi Song” it’s more like 
“That’s a Lunachicks song”, which is 
what we want. 


PP:This is one of the most disgusting 
records I’ve heard in a while, lyrically, 
you talk about mutations and bodily 
functions and all that. It’s a pretty unsa¬ 
vory album. 

S: We let it all hang out. That’s what I’ve 
been reading, some people have been a 
little grossed out (laughs). It’s not for 
the weak of heart. Theo (vocals) is writ¬ 
ing all that stuff man, and I can’t really 
speak for her but for as long as I’ve 
known her, which has been about a solid 
ten years, she’s always been that twist¬ 
ed. We all are, and we’re not ashamed to 
admit it. We re proud that we can talk 
about shit, puke and pus that way. If you 
can’t talk about your own bodily func¬ 
tions who’s can you talk about, and if 
you can’t take a shit in front of other 
people then how are you supposed to go 
on tour. What happens if you have to go 
to prison? Then you’re really fucked. 
PP:Your live show is very animated and 
you have a lot of image, were you influ¬ 
enced by older NYC bands like KISS or 
the Stooges? 

S: A lot, yeah, a big KISS influence, Alice 
Cooper, that theatrical stuff was all very 
influential, especially to Theo, she’s very 
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much the theatrical type, she’s also cur¬ 
rently influenced by and fascinated with 
drag queens. But, yeah, we’re very 
much into that old, theatrical rock thing. 
A lot of us and our thing comes from 
being influenced by that stuff but a lot of 
it also is for our own self-entertainment. 
We want to keep things interesting and 
entertaining for us because we have to 
do it again and again, night after night. 

If things are going bad or we have a 
lame crowd it’s a lot more fun if I can 
like look over and see Theo doing some¬ 
thing completely insane or Squid stand¬ 
ing on her hands or doing a cartwheel or 
some shit. If I can get a chuckle outta 
that.if it keeps me goin, keeps me happy, 
that’s good. 

PP: It seems like youVe kind of under- 
appreciated among some of your peers, 
what would you attribute that to? 

S: Yeah, I would attribute that to horri¬ 
ble luck, bad timing, wrong place wrong 
time kinda shit. Also, sucky record 
labels. Really, if you wanna look at it 
like that, as girl punk bands go, other 
than L7 and Frightwig we were there 
first. We were the first ones to have a 
record out in Europe. I don’t know,,, we 
just always seem to get passed over, all 
these years. Everybody’s always thought 
that we had a big label deal and that we 
were spoken for and noone approached 
us. We watched everyone that we had 
open for us get huge deals and get on 
MTV. I think people are confused by us, 
whenever we approached any labels or 


whatever people are like “Oh, I love 
them, I think they’re great but I wouldn’t 
have a clue as to what to do with them”. 
We always got a lot of that. They always 
liked us but didn’t know how to market 
us, they were thrown by us and didn’t 
wanna deal with us. I don’t know why, 
we’re really nice people. Some stuff just 
is unfair that goes on like we’ll get 
refused a story because “Oh we already 
had Babes in Toyland this month” or 
“We can’t book you here because we 
just had L7 here last week”. That’s real¬ 
ly fucked up, like they already met their 
quota of females that week. It’s hard 
for us to watch other bands we don’ 
think are as good, get famous and be 
able to make a living rockin and rollin 
while we struggle. 

PP:What pisses you off most about the 
touring business? 

S: Other members of the band (laughs). 
No, but like when you get to a show and 
you went 40,000 miles breakin the law 
trying to get there and the promoter has¬ 
n’t bothered to advertise the show. Or 
when you get there and all the other 
bands are women, not like good bands 
or anything, just because they’re 
women. It’s like “We thought it would be 
nice to have you all play together 
because you’re all women”, we call that 
the PUSSY PACKAGE and we don’t 
appreciate it. If it’s another rock and 
roll band that’s along the same lines 
that happens to be female, well that’s 
great but when you get put on with folk 


bands because they have breasts....It 
sounds funny until you’re there and you 
see the audience who came to see 
some wild, crazy rock and roll and 
intead has to sit through four soft rock 
bands because the promoter wanted to 
appeal to the three or four fat geeks 
who follow any type of music that’s 
women. They’re not really bad people, 
they just have kind of a moronic way 
of looking at things 

PP:The band has a high level of chops, 
playing wise, how do you maintain that 
while going crazy on the road? 

S: That’s when we really get it together 
is when we’re out there playing every 
night. We’ve been together for eight 
years and we know it’s important. We 
try, we really try, yeah we put on make¬ 
up, dress up and act funny but that’s 
not the priority. The priority is sounding 
good and paying attention, we rehearse 
regularly. We pick songs apart and work 
on spots that maybe some of us aren’t 
getting down quite right. As far as get¬ 
ting wild goes, we don’t party that 
hearty. Everybody takes care of them¬ 
selves, we have to live with ourselves, we 
have to get in the van and make it to the 
next show. Nobody wants to be hung 
over or sick or anything so we try and 
keep things in moderation. I’m over it. 
I’m over being sick on tour, being hung 
over in the van. You still break down 
every once and a while on a long tour 
and go off but hey, it’s ROCK AND ROLL!! 
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Hellbender is a three-piece band from Chapel Hill, NC comprised of Wells 
Tower- guitar, Harrison Haynes - drums and Al Burian- bass and singing . Harrison 
andAI were interviewed in Providence, Rl, by Marie Lorenz. Harrison was going to 
school at the Rhode Island School of Design, and Al was living there with 
Harrison — Wells was in Connecticut doing homework and was not present for the 
interview. Photos by Shawn Scallen. 

PP: OK, start talking, (long silence) 

Al: I’m kind of having a renaissance of hating my voice on tape all of a sud¬ 
den. You know, I used to not hate it— well, I got to the 
point of it not bugging me— 

Harrison: Singing voice, too? 


Al: Well, that’s why, just from recording and stuff, I got to the point of 
kind of being able to hear it objectively, but now— do you ever get 
this— like, you say something and instantly you hear it in your 
head all dumb. 

PP: Especially since I like to slip words like “rad” and “totally” in 
,and those words are retarded but I can’t escape using them. My 
descriptive vocabulary exists entirely of “rad” and “totally.” 

Al: I notice how often I can’t express my surroundings so I’m just like 
“oh, that’s weird.” 

Harrison: “Weird” might be the biggest epidemic of all. 

Al: I find myself trying to be more descriptive so I.... 

PP:Add cuss words? 

Al: Well, just use “odd” or “strange.” 













Harrison: I really noticed when we 
were driving around on tour the way 
we used “weird.” we’ll leave some¬ 
where and we’ll want to talk about it 
but we won’t want to tell each other 
what we think so we’ll say, “wow, that 
guy was pretty weird.” 

Al: “Did you think that guy was kind 
of... weird?” 

Harrison: Exactly. That was the most 
common phrase. What you feel deep 


down inside was “maybe I don’t really 
agree with how that guy’s personality 
was,” but you don’t want to say that. 
You want to kind of feel it out. 

Al: I notice that a lot, the limits of my 
vocabulary. I think a lot of it is just 
total aimlessness. I have that now all 
the time. Because I’m totally at this 
point in my life of not being able to 
describe what I’m doing or why I’m 
doing it. “yeah. I’m in Providence.... 
I’m hanging out with Harrison, I’m 
doing this band stuff, I don’t know, 
my life is just weird.” 


Harrison: I feel like I’m getting dumber. I 
don’t know how many more vocabulary 
words I’m going to learn. 

PP: Reading books.That’s when you pick 
up shit. 

Al: Well, you’ve learned the bulk of them, 
but you’il always pick up a few more. 

PPiYou’ll pick up a word and use it for a 
month straight. 


Al: Man, since I’ve been here I’ve been 
talking about art so much. 

Harrison: Really? 

Al: Yeah: you guys don’t talk about art? 

Harrison: No, I do. I don’t even notice it 
anymore. I’ve talked to a lot of people 
about art just today. 

Al: I never really thought about it, but 
everyone, or at least a lot of people here, it’s 
kind of a weird thing that they’re artists, 
like “I just really didn’t want to write papers, 
so yeah, art school.” I think that’s what it 
really comes down to for a lot of people. 


PP: And I wonder how many people will 
continue to be artists after they graduate. 
There’s a lot of jobs in printmaking, actual- 
ly.They all involve janitorial work, though. 

Al: You guys don’t even know. You think 
you’re getting ready for it.... You know, 
it’s really weird, before I graduated col¬ 
lege I made up a song about graduating 
college, where I talked about how burned 
I was having graduated college. 

Harrison: What song? 

Al: ‘Two twenty two.” 

Harrison: What?? 

Al: In that song I 
go “I’ve got a col¬ 
lege degree,” and 1 
didn’t have a col¬ 
lege degree when I 
made that up. 

Harrison: That’s not 
a line in that song. 

Al: Yes, it is. 

Harrison: How does it go? 

Al: It goes, “ Played your game and what 
did it get me? I’ve got a college degree 
and it just upsets me.” 

Harrison: Oh man, listen: “Played your 
game and what did it get me...” uh, “bla 
bla bla, just upsets me.” (starts laughing) 
I never knew what that line said! Wait, I 
did make up what I thought it was.... I 
had this really good phonetic interpreta¬ 
tion of what I thought it was. 







Al: Like, “Got a collard green jagga jee?” 

PP:“Dog got a collar?” 

Harrison; “Tried to call your name....” I 
don’t bullshit. “ I called out to you in the 
rain and me.” 

PP: I thought one of the lines in that 
song somebody. I always pictured Al 
walking around, calling random people. 

Al: I have a big complex.... Like, in that 
other song, that starts out “I walked by 
your house, the door was open I could 
see your silhouette.” It’s just about when 
I lived in Portland, I was walking around 
my neighborhood one night and I 
checked out this old man in his house, 
and the whole thing was like, “that old 
guy probably wouldn’t invite me in if I 
knocked on his door because we’re all 
scared of each other,” but it’s ambiguous 
enough that I just know people are like , 
“oh, great, he’s stalking some girl.” 

Harrison: Oh my god, Marie and I were 
totally joking about that. 

Al: Anyway, it’s just weird because.... Life 
really can be so sucky. I always think if I 
can just express something really 
good.... 

PP: Like it’ll be poetic anguish and not 
just simple anguish. 

Al: Like, “Mam, if a really good song could 
just come out of this it would be a worth¬ 
while experience. 

PP: You know, I think our experience 
teaches us to be like that because I think 


we read Tropic of Capricorn or some¬ 
thing like that where Henry Miller is 
going through all this intense bullshit but 
because there’s this novel it validates the 
fact that he was a janitor or a postal 
worker for five years, so we think that if 
we’re making something because of it, or, 
like, I have the running narrative, the 
autobiography being written in my head 
all the time, and as long as that’s really 
good, it’s OK if my life is bullshit. 

Harrison: Despondency is so romanticized. 

Al: Yeah, that’s why living in Providence 
has been so weird to me, it’s all just about 
that. When I first got here I was really 
bummed out and then I wrote somebody 
this letter about what was doing in 
Providence and I just articulated it really 
well in a way that I read the letter over 
and I was all, “yeah, that sounds pretty 
kick-ass.” And it was immediately OK. It’s 
the exact same thing, like writing a script 
for yourself in your head. 

Harrison: Yeah, but what about the 
opposite extreme, like my old house mate 
is totally set up for life because of his 
network of scams. He has something in 
common with people like us in that he’s 
contemplating some kind of alternative 
lifestyle, but on the other hand, political¬ 
ly he’s way different than us. He’s just 
like (in funny Miami accent) “Yeah, dude, 
like. I’ll just get paid in cash, and like, I 
won’t even have a checking account so I 
won’t get taxed, and I’ll just have credit 
cards. I’ll just keep depositing cash in my 


credit card account, and that’s like, tax- 
free, babe.” 

Al: Yeah, that points out the fallacy of our 
ideology so perfectly, because you look at 
that guy and you’re just like, “that guy’s 
basically just a parasite. He just basically 
lives on the hinges of society and finds 
ways to exploit things.” And basically, 
that’s me, too, but I just do it under a dif¬ 
ferent flag. Like, “I’m the left-wing parasite.” 

Harrison: He’s no-wing. 

Al: Yeah, he’s just out for himself. I kind of 
feel weird, because it’s not like scamming 
is wrong, it’s just not the be-all-end-all. 
It’s kind of expedient- it hooks me up right 
now. But I know the ideology is fake. The 
ideology is made up afterwards, and in 
somebody like him you see that. 

Harrison: That guy has integrity, though. 
He doesn’t pretend to have an ideology. 

PP:Well, the kind of stuff that you might 
be uncomfortable with in your life you 
could easily align under art. 

Al: You mean like it’s all a big perfor¬ 
mance piece? 

PP:Yeah,“file under art.” 

Harrison: But that just takes us back to 
autobiography. 

PP: Henry Miller.Yeah. 

Harrison: But we kind of started off say¬ 
ing that’s not fulfilling. 

Al: It’s all part of that manufactured ide¬ 
ology. Harrison: You know what my the- 











ory is? See, that’s where smoking comes in. It’s the tried-and-true 
prop. If you can just turn a moment of panic into a moment of gazing 

out the window dramatically- and if you can be smoking while 

you’re doing it— oh man, you’re set. 

Al: That’s true. It’s all about props. 

Harrison: The other thing is, you have to have a good soundtrack, like 
gazing out the window when there’s condensation from the rain, and your 
reflection is on it, and it’s like (starts reciting Neurosis) “are you lost? Yes.” 
And you’re like, “if I can just sit here long enough in this pose.” 

PP:“Somebody will walk by with a camera” 

Al: It’s all just about that autobiography. One of the 
good things about writing or painting, though, is that it’s so iso¬ 
lating, which is good, because it’s a pain to have to depend on 
other people, in a way. That’s one thing- dealing with you 
and Wells in our band over the last few years, I’ve totally 
had to reassess control of things, it’s been kind of weird 
and cathartic in a way to be like “ OK, fuck it. You have 
to choose your battles. I’ll let you have this one.” 

Harrison: I think I have a really strong con¬ 
viction about not asking people for 
things; I don’t think I’m necessarily 
a very isolated person social¬ 
ly, because collaborat¬ 
ing with some- 
one is 

kind of invit 
ing criticism before 
a thing’s done. I think deep 
down I’m a real dictator about 
making stuff. I think I really try 
to be as generous as possible, but 
deep down—all growing up, when 
Wells would spend the night at my house and I would look 
over in the morning and he’d be making the bed all 
sketchy, and I’d be like, “No. No. Leave. 
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These guys were perfecting the whole “pop-punk“ thing way before all the bandwagon 
jumping started.Thmugh a string of releases on various labels (now LOOKOUT), Mr.T 
Experience has been woooing the masses with great playing, catchy hooks and a great 
sense of humor, I talked to Mr,T guitarist/singer/founder Dr, Frank one night before the 
band went on their latest road trek. Interview by Jon Parks, photos by Shawn Scallen, 




PP: It’s getting harder to find your older 
records. 

DF: They’re outta print. Lookout is slow¬ 
ly but surely going to reissue the “pre 
lookout” records. There’s the first one 
which we put out ourselves and then 
there’s the two on Rough Trade. 

Lookout’s gonna give it the whole bonus 
track and rarities deal. Hopefully, that’s 
all gonna happen by December. 

PP: Have you been finding more people 
turning on to your new records? 

DF: well, generally, yeah. I don’t know if 
the records are the cause of it or if it’s 
just that we’ve been around so long. 
Eventually, if you keep at it long enough 
you gradually acquire enough weirdos 
who like it and buy a few records. I 
think the “Our Bodies, Our Selves” 
record alienated some people because it 
had some sorta different stuff on it, 
which I’m glad it did. But it wasn’t what 
everyone expected when they put it on. I 
know the “Professional Punk” people like 
MRR, were scandalized by it. They 
thought it was beneath contempt appar¬ 
ently. Actual ordinary people like you 
and I , who go to shows because we like 
the music, not because we feel we have 
to, they were into it. Some people say it’s 
their favorite record, it’s weird. A lot of 
the people who liked that record like the 
















new one. It’s just weird og^fee it’s a CD-5 
format and I don’t thinkffgets out as 
much. The general reaction to the new 
one, the EP, seems to be good. 

Everybody likes it, uhh, except again for 
MRR (laughs). I don’t know what’s up 
with those people. It’s not just a reaction 
to unfavorable reviews, though that’s of 
course the way it’s gonna seem. I hesi¬ 
tate to say anything about it but they 
seem to have just gotten crazy in the last 
year. It used to be that it was just a lot 
easier to be in their club. Membership 
requirements have gotten more and more 
restrictive. The whole thing of banning 
bands and kicking bands out of there is 
weird. The comparison that used to be 
made all the time in the last couple of 
years was that Tim has turned into this 
dictator, this Joseph Stalin. To me, it 
actually seems like he just skipped 
Joseph Stalin and went straight to Ming 
the Mercifuless (laughs). It’s a strange 
thing, I mean pretty soon they’re just 
gonna ban everybody and then it will just 
be all ads. 

PP: What in specific, do you think it was 
that put them off? 

DF: Well, there’s some acoustic stuff 
there and the cliche with that is that 
when a band starts doing stuff like that 
they’re lame or soft or whatever. I think 
that kinda bothered people. I don’t mind 
bothering them though, bothering them 
is cool but the thing is that the acoustic 
songs on there aren’t like sappy bub¬ 
blegum ballads. Not that I have anything 


erience 


at all against that but that’s not what 
they were. If anything the softer sound¬ 
ing songs were more lyrically messed up 
than the others. It’s just the “spokespeo- 
ple” punk people didn’t get it. 

PP: I ‘m finding that a lot of old Green 
Day fans who are too embarrassed to 
admit it are turning to you guys as a safe 
alternative. Do you ever see yourself in 
that situation at some time? 

DF: It’s a different kind of a thing in 
some ways but I think Green day is a 
great band. I think when people com¬ 
plain about them it’s one of two things. 
One, it’s people who were in that original 
scene or bands from that period and it’s 
just like sour grapes, jealousy. Also, it’s 
the new people who’ve been influenced 
by the first group of people, and just say 
“ohh, sellouts” because it’s cool and they 
don’t know any better. That record’s 
great, I don’t think anyone can say it’s 
not but even if you have that mindset 
that they’re sellouts, well Mr. T 
Experience is certainly not in that cate¬ 
gory. We’re just a dumb little band that 
does dumb little songs. 

PP:The new Ep is done in pretty much 
the same style as your last record. Is it 
safe to say you are sticking to a certain 
overall feel? 

DF: Yeah, I just make up the songs and 
get everyone together and we play em. 
That’s just what it is and that’s how it 
comes out. You learn things every time 
you do it. Some people disagree but I 
think everyone gets a little bit better 


cause you learn a bit more. Listening to 
the old records is like looking back at 
snapshots of your old vacations you’re 
like “Oh, remember when we did that, 
that was cool” or “Boy, that didn’t really 
work out., nice memory even though I 
don’t wanna listen to it.” I think a lot of 
bands’ records are like that except ours 
are even more so. 

PP:The band has had its share of lineup 
changes, how do you assess the current 
lineup? 

DF: I think its the best yet. So many 
people have quit, it’s like quitting the Mr. 
T Experience is a badge of honor. I don’t 
blame anyone for quitting, it’s hard to be 
a member of the Mr.T Experience. I 
kinda feel like they graduate. I’m like 
the Mr.Dixon of punk, I get my class in 
and teach them everything I have to offer 
and they have a wonderful year and then 
eventually they move on. They get pro¬ 
moted, graduate to different schools. We 
do shows now and Aaron or Jon Von will 
be there and it’s like the alumni are com¬ 
ing back, we hit em up for money every 
now and then. Our new bassist Joel is 
dynamite, he just graduated from high 
school . He’s been listening to this band 
since he was about ten, he was basically 
bred to be in this band. He knew all the 
songs and has basically been gearing up 
for this his whole life. We couldn’t find 
anyone to play bass for us for quite a 
while and I met him by chance at Gilman 
one day. I was there hangin out and he 
came up and asked if we were still 
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together and I told him no because we 
couldn’t find a bass player. He said, 

“Well, I play bass”, and as soon as he 
showed up it was like the moment he 
started playing there was divine inter¬ 
vention. He’s fairly in tune with the con¬ 
ceptual thing as well, which is rare, he 
gets it. I kind of feel like we had some 
little guardian angel 
who provided joel to 
save MTX from extinc¬ 
tion. The matin reason 
this lineup is so great 
is because it’s like 
three people who get it 
and like it. You know, 
it’s a strange thing to 
be in this band, you 
may have heard I’m a 
strange guy. The 
whole way of doing 
things is probably a 
lot different from a lot 
of bands. The band 
has been around like 
nine years and the 
consistent theme or 
pattern has stayed the 
same: There’s basical¬ 
ly no reason to be 
doing what you’re doing but you do it 
anyway. For some reason, for whatever 
motivation that ends up being kinda 
cool. You end up in this place where 
there’s no reason for a punk rock band 
to be playing at all but you do it anyway. 
It ends up being cool, not necessarily a 


financially successful venture but it’s 
these moments that are just amazingly 
weird and you can’t explain or recreate 
it. That’s why I like to do this. 

PP: What's the biggest misconception 
about your band? 

DF: Hmm, well I put a lot of time and 
effort into my songwriting. Really, I take 
it pretty darn seriously. I think a lot of 
people are surprised to hear that. They 
just think, anyone who’s into the band 
thinks, “these are just a bunch of stupid 
songs”. It’s only after the really sit down 
and listen and read the lyrics when they 
realize just how stupid these little things 
are. You have to really try hard to be 
that stupid, I think a lot of people don’t 
recognize that. Or they do see it and 
think “Wow, this guy really is an idiot” to 
be spending all this time and effort on 
something halfway intelligent people 
would have given up on a long time ago. 
Another thing is there’s this weird like 
60s counterculture thing that your 
music is your platform for the message 
that you speak. A lot of that still hangs 
on and when you think about it that’s 
kinda strange because that’s not music 
that’s a political platform or something. 

I think that puzzles people, especially 
with punk bands like us that don’t do 
that. A lot of people are looking for that, 
“what are you saying..?, what do you 
mean?, tell us what you want us to 

do.”. They’re either saying that or 

they’ll say “How could you tell people to 
do that because they should be listening 










to what I want 
them to do!!!” 

That’s what 
throws people 
with this band, I 
just write from 
this point of 
view, this general 
experience or 
maybe even a 
character to try 
to write this 
song. I try do do 
it in an amusing 
or catchy way 
that sums it up 
but it’s not really 
my position on how one should live their 
life or how one ought to do things. This 
whole “Ought To” thing is kind of alien. I 
think a lot of people who have kind of an 
immature political outlook, which 
includes a lot of people in punk rock 
don’t get it. We have a real degenerate 
political culture in this country in gener¬ 
al but it seems even more so in the fringe 
groups than in the mainstream. It’s just 
sillier. There’s a whole lot more to life 
than whether or not you check the yes or 
no box by the left or right wing political 
slogan of the day. Some people expect 
this call to action or whatever from 
bands and when there isn’t then they 
think “Oh well there’s nothing going on 
with them”. Some people have a tough 
time latching on to the fact that it can be 
just music too. I mean, a message? 


People will ask 
me, “What’s Your 
message?” and 
it’s like of all the 
people to ask 
that, I really 
don’t wanna 
have a message. 
That would be 
terrible. 

PP: Have you, 
over the years, 
ever had a 
chance to meet 
up with the bad 
man, your name¬ 
sake himself? 

DF: No, unfortunately. It’s funny, I don’t 
even think about it anymore but a lot of 
people say they don’t even associate the 
band with the guy anymore. I guess he’s 
slipped out of culture or whatever. The 
name was kinda this accidental thing. 

We didn’t know we were a real band, we 
made the record as a joke and a lot of 
people liked it and that was the name on 
the record so we stuck with it. There 
was kind of a concept behind it because 
ten years ago, Mr.T was like the Mighty 
Morphin Power Rangers of today and he 
had all these products. There was like 
Mr.T air freshners, socks, cereal, deodor¬ 
ant and whatever. We thought we’d be 
the punk rock band, just another in the 


long line of products. OK, (laughsO, not 
a great concept but hey.. One of our 
records, the title was “Too Late To 
Change the Name.” The closest we’ve 
had to an encounter was on one of Mr.Ts 
recent comeback attempts he had a new 
comic book out. He was doing the comic 
book shop tour, signing it and all that 
and he came to this one store in Santa 
Rosa. A lot of kids showed up and a 
substantial number of them brought 
their Mr.T Experience records to auto¬ 
graph. He was really mad, he threatened 
to beat up a kid, he was really, really 
upset. He didn’t take it in a kind, loving 
spirit, he was ready to bust some heads. 
Some wonderful person was wise enough 
to snap a photo of this so there is actual¬ 
ly a photo of Mr.T himself holding up a 
copy of our first LP which has a little car¬ 
toon of him on it. That photo is part of 
the packaging in the reissue of that 
record. So, if you buy the record, you 
can see this for yourself. All you kids 
can pitch in to buy this and our mothers 
can finally have those operations or at 
least keep me able to buy hot dogs from 
the donut store. 















PP: So, just give us the basic outline for what you think Earth 
Crisis stands for. Does the whole band stand for the same thing? 


This interview was done with Earth Crisis when they came to our town recently. They are 
one of the most well known vegan straightedge bands in the US. and there is a lot of talk 
about them both good and bad because of their various belief. This is what they have to 
say. Interview & photos by Will Dandy, Matt Berland, Travis Middleton, and Patrick 
Houston. Meat by Dan Sinker (vegetarian). 


PP:Well, first, I guess the standard, what’s your 
name, what do you do? 

Karl: I’m Karl, I’m 24, I do the vocals and lyrics 
for Earth Crisis. The other members are Dennis, 22, drums, 
Scott 21, lead guitar, Chris, 18, rhythm guitar, and Bulldog, 19, 
bass. We’ve been together almost four years now and we’ve 
released three records so far and we’re getting ready to record a 
new one. All Out War, our first 7”, came out in 1992 on 
Conviction records and has since been re-released on Victory. 
Firestorm came out in 1993 and our new full length LP, Destroy 
the Machines came out this year, we recorded it in 1994. Once 
we get back from Europe this fall we’re gonna finish the new 
material for our next record, and we’re gonna record that proba¬ 
bly in January of ‘96. 


K: Through my words I voice not only my beliefs, but those of the 
band. All our beliefs coincide. Everyone is x-on-the-hand, vegan, 
straightedge. That’s the ideology that everyone in the band obvi¬ 
ously adheres to and what we glorify and promote through our 
music. Obviously everyone is vegan, obviously everyone has 
made a lifetime commitment to live up to that and to abstain from 
drugs, alcohol, smoking, and promiscuous sex. Not only to bet¬ 
ter ourselves, but to basically be agents for positive change in the 
world and especially within our scene. By doing the things we do 
we have a lot more control over our lives, by not being on drugs 
and alcohol, that’s how we can accomplish things like what we 
are. Doing extensive touring, staying healthy by exercising, we 
do all kinds of different things aside from 
the bandt Dennis helped run a women’s 
rights group and an animal rights group 
at his school. I have 12 animals altogeth¬ 
er, half of them were adopted, half of them 
were strays, a lot of them I got from 
Syracuse wildlife rehabilitation center. So 
the things that we talk 
about in the band are also 
things that we live when 
we’re at home. 

' PP: Do you feed your ani¬ 
mals totally vegan? 

K: Most of them are vegan, 
but two of them are dogs 
and right now I don’t have 
the money to afford vegan 
food for them, but eventual¬ 
ly I’m sure I will. 

PP: How seriously militant 
are you guys? “Firestorm” comes off as a pretty violent song. 

K: Nothing’s a joke in any way. Everything should be taken lit¬ 
erally. That song is inspired by the situation that my nephew’s 
neighborhood is in right now. It has basically been taken over by 
the drug plague. The Northside of Syracuse is basically a war- 
zone right now thanks to people who care more about money 
than other people’s lives and sell caustic drugs like heroin and 
crack to people on the street. They can see the effects on the 
individuals that they sell it too because they are in the neighbor¬ 
hood, whether they live there or not, they’re there. They can see 
that it’s created nothing but misery and made a bad situation far, 
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far worse. The song is basically, lyric-wise, something the black 
panthers would completely agree with. It’s about, first and fore¬ 
most, fighting back, resisting people who will turn your neigh¬ 
borhood in to a place where crime and violence and despair are 
far worse than they would be if there weren’t people selling drugs. 
It’s basically about shooting dealers and burning crack houses. 
Things like that have completely happened and the point of the 
song is to glorify people out there that have the strength to fight 
back. 

PP:Would you kill a crack dealer? 

K: I’m a musician. We further what we believe through our 
music. It wouldn’t really do much for me to kill a crack dealer. 

PP: But how can you see ending their violence with more vio¬ 
lence? 

K: The only violence we ever talk about has nothing to do with 
egos or pride or anything like that and has everything to do with 
self-defense. Fighting back. I believe in innocent and guilty and 
I believe in drawing the line and facing 
the reality that good and evil do exist in 
the world. 

PP:Are you of any religion? 

K: Their are people of all faiths into our 
band and into the vegan straightedge 
ideology. There’s Muslims, there’s 
Christians, there’s Jewish people, 
there’s atheists, there’s agnostic. Our 
band doesn’t really have much to do 
with promoting any of those religions. 

It has everything to do with promoting 
vegan straightedge ideology which is 
about the earth, animal, and self-liber¬ 
ation. 

PP:You mention in your album “attain¬ 
ing a higher purity” if you are already 
vegan straightedge, how can you... 

K: There’s always ways to progress. 

There’s always ways to make yourself 
stronger and to extend compassion and 
peace to those around us and to make 
things more just. 

PP: Can you give an example? 

K: Yeah, when you first start getting into animal rights it might 
be a struggle, but what you have to do is educate yourself and 


read about the issues and understand that the suffering is real 
and you realize that there’s more sacrifices that could be made 
and there’s more things that you could do. Just like taking the 
animals into your home, or going to a protest, hopefully motivat¬ 
ing someone through lyrics or maybe a zine. There’s always 
something more that can be done to make a change 
within our own lives. 

PP:So are you guys trying to anything more than what 
youYe already doing? 

K: Yeah, we’re totally trying to reach a broader audi¬ 
ence because we definitely have had an impact on the 
hardcore scene in the U.S. and in Europe and we’re 
starting to get mail from the Orient and South America 
now too. We want to keep reaching more people. 

PP: Are you looking for bigger labels to get your stuff 
out? 

K: There would never be any compromise. If a label 
wouldn’t be down with us saying the stuff that we’re 
about we obviously wouldn’t go with them, but if a 
label would understand that if they were gonna take us 
and we were going to be ourselves and they’d be willing 
to do that, we’d be selling ourselves out, 
selling veganism out if we didn’t take that 
opportunity to reach more people. 

PP: On a less serious note, you 
guys are obviously heavily influ¬ 
enced by metal. DO you listen to 
only bands that you agree with 
their message or do you listen to 
bands like Sepultura and things 
like that? 

K: I try and get what I can out of 














things. If a band’s sound can entertain me, unless their 
Satanists or Nazis or something insanely ridiculous or moronic, I 
can enjoy the music for the entertainment of it. The bands that 
main something to me are for the most part hardcore bands, but 
I definitely love the power that a lot of metal bands have in their 
sound. I do listen to 108, Bloodlet, Cro-mags, Blood Runs Black, 
and I also listen to some stuff on the metal side like Sepultura, 
Carcass, the newest Entombed, the newest Napalm Death. It’s 
pretty much half and half between what I 
listen to. 

PP:What are you political standpoints? 

How does that all relate to your beliefs? 

K: Vegan straightedge ideology almost is 
a political thing now. If you think about 
it, when a person is straightedge and 
they have control over their life and their 
living vegan, it’s like 
what do we buy, 
what do we sup¬ 
port? Things that 
are vegan, people 
who are righteous. 

It’s like in Syracuse 
what we’ve attained 
is almost like a little 
community. , We’ve 
got kids that run 
clothing companies, 
that run skate 
shops, that are get¬ 
ting ready to run restaurants, 
that distribute music, and we’ve 
got bands and we’ve got zines. So, we’ve got all these people and 
all this creativity and all this productivity within a city, it almost 
is our own little community, it almost is a political voice. 

PPrWhat do you eat? 


ing up there’s a supplement that’s healthier for you. 

PP: Ok, well, what do you think about when you see someone 
smoking or drinking? Do you ever go up and talk to people or 
do you ever try to educate them in what youVe thinking? What 
runs through youVe mind, how do you act? 

K: I wouldn’t really impose unless someone is smoking around a 
child, or smoking in a bar and it’s getting around me. I would 

start to try and talk the 
person, either by crack¬ 
ing a joke or something, I 
wouldn’t be outwardly 
hostile unless they blew 
smoke in my face or 
threw beer on me, then 
it’s a totally fucking dif¬ 
ferent situation. It’s a 


violation of your right to breathe 
clean air. If people want to destroy 
their own lungs, go do it outside or do it in a car, I don’t give a 
fuck. That’s totally wrong for someone to subject someone to 
tljat. We have songs obviously against drugs and alcohol like 
‘The Discipline” and a song called “Asphyxiate” on our new 
record. 


K: A lot of people think that when you go vegan that you’re 
deprived or you’re robbed of things and you’re certainly not 
robbed of flavor or nutrition in anyway. I’ve been vegan for 
almost seven years now and I’m in totally peak condition. I swim, 
I bike, I go hiking, I skate, and I snowboard a little bit in the win¬ 
ter, not as much anymore because I don’t have that much money 
and we tour a lot. But, I totally enjoy all those things and I’m 
totally fit for all those activities and to go off every night on stage. 
All of us are healthy. For everything that you think you’d be giv¬ 


PP: Any words of wisdom to places with a small straight edge 
scene? 

K: A solid band, and solid zines, you’ll see things grow so fast you 
wouldn’t believe it, especially if you have a good promoter who 
can do good shows and continuously bring bands through. If he 
has to pay them out of his pocket for a while, for say six to eight 
months, that’s just kinda the way it works until a scene builds 
up and bands realize that it’s worth coming because they realize 













they will get their guarantee. That’s how you’ll get bands through 
and when you have bands coming through, and zines, and maybe 
on or two local bands, straight edge or not, things will start to 
blossom quickly. You’ll see kids getting pulled in because there’s 
something to go to. 

PP: Have you ever done drugs, or alcohol or anything like that? 

K: No, I’m 25 now and I will and have never drank, or smoked, or 
taken any drugs, or engaged in any promiscuous sex. 
Straightedge is a lifetime commitment and I’ve been X-ing up 
since I was sixteen and recognized myself as straightedge. When 
I was seven or eight or younger I know that I was at a wedding 
and they raised their glasses with champagne in them and I 
a sip, but I was a child, I had no idea that alcohol is a 
But, I’ve never drank. I totally was alone for the most part 
throughout junior high and high school because I refused to sub 
ject myself to a party where people were drinking or trying to pic 
each other up. It always disgusted me. 


PP: What about the argument that 
people would use that if you haven’t 
tried that stuff how can you argue 
against it and say it’s bad. 

K: For me it’s a lot different then what 
Syracuse is now for kids to grow up in. 

When I was fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, 
eighteen Syracuse predominately had 
a drunk rock scene. I looked like that 
I had dreadlocks, I had spiked hair, 
blue hair, purple hair, pink hair, all 
that, but it meant something a lot different then it does now. The 
point was to obviously have the fun of looking like a character 
that climbed out of a road warrior wreck as well as to alienate 
myself from all the jocks and the drunk rock mother fuckers that 


I hated. So, I’ve seen both sides of the fence. I’ve had girlfriends 
that drank, I even had a girlfriend that had a drug problem and 
smoked crack when I was seventeen or eighteen, I can’t remem¬ 
ber, it’s irrelevant now. I do know what it’s like to see people 
struggling to overcome alcohol and drug addictions as well as 
people who were so lonely and damaged, like girls who would just 
go home with anybody. So, I understand that because I’ve seen 
it first hand and I have a lot of respect for people who can turn 
themselves around from that and make a commitment to live 
their lives straightedge or maybe they just don’t choose the title, 
but they do want to live straight and avoid all those problems. 

PP: I’ve noticed that you guys 
are often mocked or made fun 
of because of your lyrics, does 
that ever bother you or cause 
any problems? 

K: If somebody doesn’t like our 
words, then somebody doesn’t 
like our words. If somebody 
mocks us or tries to start a 
fight with us, that’s basically 
inevitable because of who we 
are and what we believe in. 
Anyone can mock anything, it 
doesn’t take any strength, it’s 
fucking totally weak. We’re 
about commitments and what 
will actually make a 
change in the world by 
sacrifices and 
facing reality. So of 
course a lot of people 
will try and mock us or 
be disrespectful towards 
us, but what matters to 
me is talking to kids who 
are supportive and going 
to a show where kids are 
singing along and every¬ 
thing is in the proper 
spirit. They’re not fight¬ 
ing each other, no one’s there to hurt each other. On the dance 
floor it is aggressive, but it’s a positive release of energy. There’s 
no egos or people trying to hurt others, where people are dancing 
and having fun. As well as when a couple kids come up to me 
and say “I had a lot of fun at the show, I listened to what you said 













and a lot of it made sense” that’s cool too. First and foremost 
what makes a good show for me is talking with kids who do share 
the same beliefs and were stoked to hang out with us. 

PP: So, you’d say that you’re anti-violence then? 


yourself. We get in fights on tour. It’s not our fault, if someone 
is disrespectful or tries to attack us we’re forced to fight back. 

PP: A lot of people think that straightedge is a ridiculously over 
violent movement. 
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started are Diet for a New America and 


K: Yeah, totally, I don’t 
things like that at 
all. I don’t know why 
I bothered to tell you 
that, but no, I’m not 
entertained by vio¬ 
lence. But violence 
does have a place in 
the real world •>' 
when you have % 
to defend j/ 




like horror movies or porno movies or K: I think in Syracuse things do get a little out of hand and our 

scene does kind of attract some crazier kids, some kids who 
are maybe a little more violent than they need to be. 
Sometimes they’ll use violence as conflict resolu¬ 
tion when it never needed to happen, like a situa- 
ftion could have been totally defused by just talking 
something out. But obviously the only violence we 
really believe in is when it would make a real 
?change, to liberate an animal from a laboratory or 
^prevent someone from being harmed in a serious way 
% or self-defense. 

‘ PP: I was talking to some people before the show 
|:and they were afraid to come because they were 
^'afraid that you guys would kick their ass. 

; K: Well, if they were disrespectful with us or tried to 
' start with us in a serious way, tried to actually harm 
| us, of course we’d fight back. I have a lot of trouble 
f respecting people who don’t have 
riy concern for others feelings or 
lives and I don’t 


Jhave respect for people who 
J are outright self-destructive. 


pasture land for 


[ PP: We®£guess that’s it, do you want to leave an 
address or any parting words? 

ry-i: ■ 

; K: Just’ one thing about veganism. For people who 
M don’t kii^vy what veganism is, it’s the essence of com 
passion and peaceful living. That’s the idea behind 
^»^e change in diet and the products that you buy. We 
JgpS^pt eat dairy, eggs, or meat of any kind. Ever. We 
t wear any fur, suede, wool, or leather. By doing 
‘ this, we are not part of a system that destroys and 
-enslaves animals. When a person lives vegan they 
- '-basically destroy a destructive process and product 

5^'; J ">T where animals are raised for food, to be turned into 

ly* ' ’* . * 

meat. You have to think about what goes into raising 
that animal. Entire forests are cut down to create 


grown to feed the 


livestock, so that 


destroys a lot of 


wildlife habitats 


and wildlife itself. 


as well as, eventu 


ally, the lives of the 


cattle or pigs or 


sheep or chicken 


that are destroyed for their flesh. 
Some good books to help you get 



Animal Liberation. Peace. Live Vegan 


Earth Crisis; 105 Linda Ln, 
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BAD MEN & 


Mark Hickson 


I dawdled. I dawdled as slowly as a five year-old boy can when he’s hanging onto his 
mother’s skirt. She took my hand to hurry me up. I tightened my grip but somehow her 
hand did not seem to transfer it’s usual warmth and security. 

My hair wasn’t too long. Or “untidy” as my mother kept telling me. The sign proclaim¬ 
ing BARBER loomed up ahead. It was a dreary looking shop, with faded paint and 
chipped window ledges. GENTS $8, PENSIONERS & STUDENTS $6. I knew I wasn’t a 
gent or a student, and I was pretty sure I wasn’t a pensioner, whatever that was. 
Surely this wasn’t the place? Here, I was sure all my fears would be realised. Why did 
my mother refuse to cut my hair this time? She always used to do it. 

An acrid smelling man with a large stomach and unkempt beard grinned at us as 
we walked into the shop. He looked mean. He motioned me towards the chair, and 
fetched a box to give me a little more height. I looked at my mother, hoping for a last 
minute reprieve. None came, so I climbed forlornly into the chair. To my astonishment I 
found myself being raised up by some invisible force. Air hissed from beneath me, and I 
gasped at the unexpected movement. I sat rigid on the hard box as a huge blood- 
coloured cloak was swept around me. It engulfed me. Red was all around and I almost 
cried out. The cape slowly settled onto my small shoulders, letting out a tiny sigh, like 
an old man sitting back in a favourite chair. A piece of sandpaper was stuffed down the 
back of my neck. It felt like it was tearing and biting at my skin. I looked in the mirror. 
My head, no body. Just a huge red cloak and a frightened little face. In the background 
my mother smiled reassuringly. But I wasn’t reassured. I wanted to go home. 

The man exchanged a few words with her, and laughed. A menacing laugh which 
seemed to come from deep within his huge belly. He produced a comb and a wicked 
pair of gleaming scissors, and then a mist of fine spray hit my face. It felt like a thun¬ 
derstorm, like huge raindrops crashing down on my head. The teeth of the comb ripped 
through my blond locks, biting into my scalp, jerking my head back and seemingly 
tearing tufts of hair from my skull. My head rocked around like a jack-in-the-box. The 
silver blades snipped and flashed above my head, as I stared in horror at the mirror. 
Just teasing me, taunting me. A handful of hair wafted down in front of my eyes, which 
were by now worthy of B-grade horror movie status. Hack, hack. Click, swish. The 
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sound of flashing blades, the sensation of ripping follicles. Nausea filled my head and 
my eyes began to flicker uncontrollably, like those of a frightened rabbit. 

“Just shut your eyes while I do the front.” 

I needed no prompting. I screwed them so shut that it hurt, and tried to think of 
good things. Like my mother used to tell me to do when I had a bad dream. But the 
cold metal slashed through my forehead, giving me a sensation of pain not unlike eat¬ 
ing ice-cream really quickly. I let out an almost audible gasp. The scissors flashed 
around my ears. The sound was deafening, like thunder... 

Arrghh! I uttered a short scream and the scissors clattered to the floor. My mother 
let out a little yelp and leapt to her feet, dropping her glossy magazine to the floor. The 
grotesque man sighed and bent down as far as his huge stomach would permit. 

“Just nicked the air. No blood, no problem.” 

He stated it very matter-of-factly, as though he had just touched the kerb with the 
rear tire of his car. 

My blood pumped hard as I battled to retrieve my composure. Why wasn’t my 
mother remonstrating with him? I was sitting here, being carved up by a hatchet- 
wielding maniac. 

My beastly tormentor continued. Schnip, schnip. More tufts of snowy hair - my hair 
- floated down before me. In dismay I watched them hit the cloak, making no sound but 
forming a stark contrast to the red cloth. It went on and on.... 

Then, finally, the cloak was swept away. The man’s movements were like those of a 
ageing matador, trying to flash his cape before the raging bull, but only succeeding in 
spreading vast amounts of white hair over my brown corduroy trousers. Great. The 
bristles of a hard old brush scratched at my neck. I leapt off the chair and dashed to 
my mother’s side. It was over. 

I dawdled. But this time I dawdled at my mother’s pace. We came to an ice-cream 
shop and I tugged excitedly at her skirt. I was ignored, and we came to another, less 
familiar shop. My mother pushed open the heavy glass door and I followed her inside. 

A bold brass plaque was attached to the opposite wall. DR. BARRY KARTER. DENTIST. 











Two litres are The Shit. They’re brewed in 
Saskatchewan by the worker-owned Great Western 
Brewing Co. At $5.95 (all taxes included, considered 
a bargain in Canada), they became the preferred 
means of inebriation for broke, rowdy Winnipeg 
youths during the Summer of ’94. The 2000 ml 
volume is equal to six bottled beers, hence the 
slogan: Six Pack To Go. Yet a two litre was inferior to a sixpack in at least 
one way: Regardless of how fast you chug it. it’ll be warm once you get near 
the bottom. No matter, by then you’re usually too drunk to notice—the 6.0% 
alcohol level really packs a wallop. 

So, like so many other nights at 11-61 Clayton, July 9th began with 
our purchasing a large quantity of beer. At the state-owned beer vendor- 
open ’til 2 a.m. six days a week—Jason 
Unger bought a case of twelve bottled beers 
and a two litre bottle. This was supposed 
to be entirely for himself. Holy fuck, I 
thought. This boy is a madman! That case 
is not just any ordinary beer—it’s the infa¬ 
mous Molson Triple X! And Dude’s gonna 
drink it all?! But wait, he’s got a two litre 
too!! 

We left the vendor after I select¬ 
ed my own preferred choice—a Great 
Western 2L, of course—and headed 
back to the River Clayton Apts. My 
home. 

I unlocked the door. Jason and I 
entered the ground-floor apartment 
and stopped at the “PLEASE TAKE 
YOUR FUCKIN’ SHOES OFF!” sign. 

My flat was neither large or small. It 
had two good size bedrooms, a living room 
that measured about ten feet by fifteen, a 
kitchen and dining alcove, a full 
bath, and two hall closets (one of 
which measured two feet by six, 
so our friend Jeff Cowan, who stood only five feet and two inches, was 
teased almost daily by me and my room-mate Dave Hailley as we affection¬ 
ately dubbed the space “Cowan’s Room”). Our large living-room window was 
blocked by a forest of lush tropical plants. All were looted from the lobby of 


It’s almost like a warning label.” 

“No shit," I said, “I hate that shit—it makes me puke.” I took a large 
swill of my two litre. 

“Fuck Cail, you $ip your twoie so fast. Go easy on it or you will 
puke.” 

No, that is not a typo. Dave did indeed call it a ‘twoie’. Our own collo¬ 
quialism for a two litre o’ beer. Just as the night club Scandal s that we fre¬ 
quented was called Scandie’s. Or the beer vendor—the Vendie. Don’t ask. I 
don’t know how this shit gets started either. ‘Cail’ is more easily explained: 
it’s short for Caileb, my name. 

After nearly an hour there wasn’t much of a party at 11-61 Clayton. 
Cowan showed up, followed by Trevor G. and then Mike Desjarlais. It was 
looking dull. Where the hell was everyone? 

“Hey, are the Roys having a 
shaker tonight?” I asked to no one 
in particular. I hoped so—the Roys’ 
place was notorious for its rau¬ 
cous parties, highlighted by free 
tokes ’n beers, Sega Genesis 
competitions, hacky-sack ses- 
ons, and cute girls. 

“Fuck that." Dave objected. “I 
don’t wanna hang out with those 
fucks.” 

Jay, who was opening his fifth 
Triple X, preferred a different opin¬ 
ion. “Yeah Cail, we should check 
that out." 

“Okay,” I said, “who’s got their 
number?” 

Silence. 

“Aw, fuck, it’s only, like, a ten 
minute walk. We oughta stroll over there.” 

I was determined to escape from the River 
Clayton—it seemed like a black hole. 

Just wait. Jay said. It’s still only nine 
o’ clock. 

So Dave switched on the Super Nintendo. “Mortal Kombat,” he said, 
“I’m up first.” With haste, I added, “Moi aussi!” 

Dave set up the SNES and made his selection. 

“Sub Zer-lo," he mimicked after choosing the Chinese Ninja. I picked 


a nearby Old Folks Home. 

Dave’s keen ears immediately detected the sound of Jason’s beer 
bottles bumping together inside the cardboard case. “Un-ger,” he said in 
that annoying, sarcastic, Hey-look-who’s-here voice, “I see you’ve finally 
brought us some beers!” 

Jay replied in an indifferent tone, “You wanna beer? Sure man.” 

Dave had waited long for this day; Jason had enjoyed free beer—at 
our expense—at 11-61 Clayton in the past, and on more than one occasion. 

“Thanx Unger,” Dave’s half-soused megaphone voice boomed from his 
seat on our worn sectional. “Triple fuckin’ X! Seven point three percent 
alcohol! See those ominous letters on the beer label? Look: STRONG BEER. 


Johnny Cage. Dave won. 

“Cail man. Cage is no match for Sub Zero’s superior martial arts 
skills. He’ a Ninja, so he obviously knows Ninjitsu, and he’s Chinese, mak¬ 
ing him schooled in the science of Gung-Fu. Cage is just some wimpy actor, 
who got his black belt at some suburban Gung-Fu school outside L.A. No 
watch me kick the FUCK out of you with Liu Kang.” Dave often spoke of 
Mortal Kombat and Street Fighter II characters like he knew them personal¬ 
ly, as if they were his drinking buddies or something. 

Shit, he won. “See Cail, Uu Kang is a Shaolin Monk—all he does is 
practice martial arts. That pansy Cage spends half of his time at Hollywood 
parties snorting coke. You should really stop using that bag of shit.” 










After about half an hour we quit Mortat Kombat; but not until Dave 
pointed out that Raiden had the fastest sweep-kick. Scorpion the slowest 
projectile, and Cage the highest jump-kick. The other one of our two game 
cartridges was Street Fighter II. Guess what we did next. 

“You see Call?" Dave had beaten me yet again. “Blanka’s a savage 
beast; he lives in the Amazon basin. He competes with jaguars and pan¬ 
thers for his food. How can you fight something that competes with jungle 
cats?" 

There he goes again—talking like he and Blanka went to Scandal’s 
together last night. I decided to encourage him. 

“Hey Dave, What discipline do you think Ken and Ryu are experts in?” 
This, I thought, oughta be good for a few chuckles. 

“Well, judging by his stance. I’d have to say Tae Kwon Do—and ’cuz 
they use lotsa kicks. But—(you see that toss?)—they also use Judo.” 

Sagat? 

“Muay Thai, of course.” 

Chun Li? 

“She’s from China, so Gung-Fu, obvi¬ 
ously.” 

Zangief? 

“He wrestles big Russian black 
bears—probably with his Greco-Roman 
Wrestling skills.” 

This is getting ridiculous. But I’m 
laughing with Dave, not at him. 

“What about Guile?” 

“He’s had hand-to-hand combat train¬ 
ing in the Marine Corps—and I’m sure he 
hones his skills getting into big scraps at 
bars when he serves overseas.” 

Suddenly Jason’s low voice penetrat¬ 
ed the laughter, “Cail, let’s fuck off now." 

He was loaded; six beers an a twoie 
remained in his possession. 


The night was 

warm; I wore only my plain gray Calvin Klein t-shirt, 
my baggy Split shorts, and my lo-top Chuck Taylors. 
Because Jason was carrying a half empty case of 
beer (a legal no-no in Canada) we traveled through 
the sheltered back alleys of the neighborhood—to 
avoid police interception. 

I dejectedly tossed my empty two litre bottle 
over a fence and into some schmuck’s back yard. “Here man, take a beer,” 
Jay drooled and handed me a portion of his surplus. Jay was a buddy. 
Actually, he was my best friend. He was the only person I knew who talked 
all the time, but never talked too much. Everything he said was either hilar¬ 
iously witty, or remarkably astute. His opinion of himself, however, was 
ambiguous: one day he would rant about the beautiful hostess at the 
restaurant where he works ‘wanting his hog’, the next he would declare that 
‘no girls like him’. Or, he’d stand in front of a mirror, topless, praising his 
ripped abdominal and shoulder muscles, and 24 hours later be whining 


about his skinny arms and flabby gut. I’ve never known anybody, at least 
anybody male, to be so self-conscious his appearance. He stood seven inch¬ 
es above five feet (two inches below average), and yet considered himself 
short. Therefore, unattractive. But he wasn’t. Girls were always telling me 
how good-looking my friend was. and I often was jealous of his fine facial 
structure and his long, straight, raspberry blond hair. He looked like a 
blond Matt Dillon. 

We continued on through the dark alleys. 

The dirt-paved back lanes of St. George were a neighborhood of their 
own; they formed a complex, labyrinthine network, enabling one to travel 
from one place to another at night without being seen by police or parents. 
But, unless you were either very drunk or very brave, you wouldn’t enter 
them alone at night. They were dark, and scary. Ominous-looking trees 
obviated any light emitted from the overhead lamps. 

We arrived at the Roys’. No one was outside playing hacky-sack or 
basketball. There was no loud music. We were too drunk to notice, and rang 

the doorbell anyway. 

“Nobody’s answering," I slurred. 
“Let’s have a peek in the window.” 

No lights, no persons. “Fuck, where 
the fuck is everybody?” 

“I’ve gotta piss," was all Jason could 
say. He walked over to the garage; it was 
open. 

“Hey, I remember a phone being in 
here," I said looking around through the 
assortment of sporting goods—street 
hockey nets, basketballs, GT 
SnoRacers™.... 

“A-HA, here’s the phone. But it’s a 
rotary, so you can’t call the 
Telepersonals.” 

“Cool,” said Jason. He was pissing 
in a mop bucket. 

I called Dan Marsh. He was the only 
in our posse that was down wit’ the Roys. 

“DAN!” I yelled drunkenly into the receiver, after he murmured a 
“Hello”. “Where’s the party? Where are the Roys?” 

“They’re at Woody’s.” Dan mumbled reluctantly. 

“What’s the number there?” 

He told me. 

“Dan, we’re right by your house—want us to drop by? We’ll go to 
Woody’s.” 

“No,” Dan seemed to be getting annoyed. “I’m just gonna stay in 
tonight.” 

“Well where the fuck is Woody’s—how do we get there?” 

“I don’t know, phone and ask.” 

Okay. Bye. “They’re at Woody’s," I told Jason. 

“Who the fuck’s Woody?” 

“I barely know myself, but he’s swilled beers at my place a few times, 
so I’m returning the favor," I said, dialing the number Dan had given me. 
Somebody answered. 
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“Who’s this, Parisien?" Yes, it was Dave Parisien, who was more Dave 
HaiUey’s friend than mine. So I tried to be Dave Hailley. “Yeah, this is 
HaUley, me and Cowan wanna come party at Woody’s. Where does he live?” 

“Hailley? You know where Woody lives,” replied Parisien. He didn’t 
seem to be buying it. 

“I forgot—I’m too drunk.” Boy, that was a witty one. 

“Cail, is that you?” 

“No, it’s fuckin’ Hailley, fuck. Where the fuck are you?” My charade 
was as transparent as glass. 

“This is Caileb, isn’t it? How’s it going Cail?” 

“Yeah okay, it’s me, Cail. Now where the fuck are you? We wanna 
come party!” 

“Who’s ‘we’?” 

Jason was a notorious rowdy, especially when drunk. I couldn’t say I 
was with him. 

“Uh, me n Cowan.” Good one. 

Cowan was rowdy, but friendly. The nicest 
guy in the universe. Nobody disliked him. 

Parisien capitulated; he told us 
Woody’s address. Jason and I slapped hi- 
fives, connecting on the third attempt. 

After adding my own stream of clear 
liquid to the mop bucket, we headed for 
Kingston Row, a good fifteen minute trek. 

Nearly all the Triple X’s were gone and 
Jason was getting rowdy. He yelled out 
political and social critiques of our cul¬ 
ture. Talk minus action equals zero, I 
pointed out. 

“Fuck religion," he retorted, and 
kicked a basement window of the church 
we were passing. The crash echoed loudly. 

“Jaaaaaay,” I said, shocked. “You 
just smashed a window. What the fuck are 
you doing?" 

“Talk minus action equals zero. Howzat for action?” 

By the time we arrived at Woody’s all of Jay’s beers, save his two litre, 
were gone. He cracked it open as we walked up the driveway. We entered 
the house and were greeted by Parisien and Woody. Parisen took me aside. 

“I thought you were coming with Cowan,” he said. 

“Something came up—he couldn’t make it,” I said and wandered 
towards the full case of beer on the kitchen table. I grabbed one and opened 
it, although I probably should’ve asked permission. Ooops. 

“Whose beer’s this? I asked. “Can I have one?” It was a little late, but 
it’s what I refer to as ‘delayed politeness’. 

A female voice claimed ownership, so I charmed my way into getting 
another. “Property is theft,” I joked, “I’m collectivizing the beers.” I passed 
one to Jason. “Here comrade,” I said, and we both snickered. 

The time we spent at Woody’s was a blur. I remember taking some Top 
40 shit out of the stereo to put on a punk tape that I brought with me, 
attempting conversation with uninterested females, and passing Jason’s two 
litre back and forth between us. Sober, this would have been a bore, but we 


were drunk. There was probably nothing else we would have rather been 
doing. Drinking can do that to you. The most tedious tasks become alluring 
when performed drunk. And vice versa, too; Shakespeare was not wrong 
when he said “It hath proketh the desire, but taketh away the performance” 
hundreds of years ago. Yet, drunkenness allows a man a sense of freedom 
in a way, for all his inhibitions are stifled, and he does what he wants, with 
only his conscience—and sometimes not even that—guiding him. 

I was so drunk, I could barely see. Or think. Jason was standing in a 
corner of the living room, his back to the rest of us, looking down, his legs 
in a wide stance. A stream of piss was shooting out his whang, soaking the 
carpet. Nobody but me seemed to notice. 

“Jay, that’s the living room carpet—don’t piss there,” I said, not really 
sure what was going on. 

“Someone’s in the bathroom,” he replied. I was uninterested. I wanted 
more beer. I roamed the house In Search Of. Minutes later, my wanderings 

brought me to another of Jason’s drunken 
fiascoes: he was sitting in the office of 
Woody’s father, vomiting all over the car¬ 
pet. I walked over to investigate, and I saw 
that much of his puke was blanketing the 
computer keyboard on the desk next to 
him. 

“What are you doing? Puke in the 
toilet. Jay!” I admonished him. 

“Uh, Woody’s going to sleep now, 
you guys are gonna have to leave,” I heard 
someone say to me. Fuck, I thought, it’s 
gonna be a long walk home. 

I helped Jay up the stairs and out 
the door. Nobody said goodbye. At the end 
of the driveway two girls from the party 
were getting into a late-model sedan. 

“Can you give us a lift us to Clayton 
drive?” I asked. 

“Uh, no, we’ve gotta be somewhere 

Uh-uh. Bullshit. “Please, I know you live in South St. Vital—and that’s 
on the way. My friend can’t even walk, and it’s at least three kilometers 
back to Clayton. Don’t make me have to drag him.” 

“No. I have to be somewhere in ten minutes. I’m sorry.” For someone 
in such a huriy, what was she doing wasting time arguing with me? 

“If you keep arguing with me you’ll be late anyway—and during that 
time you could’ve driven us." That logic was undefeatable, or so I thought. 

“Okay. I’ll leave then.” She got into her mommy’s car and started it. 

My only comeback was a bellicose “Fuckin' rich bitch!”. Jason was standing 
next to me. “We’re going a pied,” I told him. “Can you do it?” 

“Ya.” 

We began the arduous three-kilometer journey back to the River 
Clayton. Only this time we had no open liquor, so we opted to travel on the 
streets. We didn’t walk too far before we came upon another party. We 
approached with glee, but were disappointed when we saw what kind of 
party it was—big, fat, ogres with Harley Davidson t-shirts (but no Harleys). 



in, uh, ten minutes.” 













who were all over thirty. Such a disappointment. 

“Fuck you. you bunch of stupid cunts!" I yelled at the slobs standing 
in the doorway of the party house. They came running after us. or at least 
me. Jason continued his slow pace and they didn’t even notice him. 

Why I did this. I’ll never know. It could’ve been because I was angry at 
them for having a party filled with ugly old people—or maybe I was just 
rowdy. Who cares? I escaped unscathed. No way those out-of-shape fatboys 
could’ve caught me. Uh-uh. 

I stood in front of a strip mall on St. Anne’s Road, a main thorough¬ 
fare, and waited for Jay to catch up. He didn’t have anything to say about 
our near-pummeling; he just followed me into the Subway sandwich shop. I 
was hungry. 

“Can I help you?” the Sandwich Artist asked over the whine of the 
door opening signal. 

“Yeah I’ll have a-" my order was cut short; I was on the ground being 
corrected by the same slob that was chas¬ 
ing me ten minutes earlier. 

“Thought you could get away, eh?" 

Yeah. I did. Actually I was sure I could’ve; 
hunger was my only debacle. 

“Get out! Get out!" yelled the 
Sandwich Artist. “Get out of my store!” 

The brawl spilled into the parking lot. 

“What are you doing?” I yelled. “I’m 
the defender of the working class! Aren’t 
you the working class?” 

“Yeah!" he said in-between blows to 
my skull. 

“Well, why are you fighting me then? 

I’m your comrade!” 

“Huh? ’Cuz you’re a mouthy little 
punk, that’s why!" 

In an effort to help, Jason kicked 
him in his fat belly. Then, Fatso’s buddy 
showed up on a mountain bike, and pulled 
his friend off me. “Youse guys better get the 
both of youse up!” 

We took his advice and continued up St. Anne’s, walking along anoth¬ 
er strip mall. I heard the sound of an engine idling a low rpm creeping up 
slowly behind me—7 o’ clock. I turned my head slightly to the left, not more 
than 5°. It was a cop car. I acted like I didn’t notice, walked to the end of 
the strip mall, and turned around the corner nonchalantly. Then, I ran. I 
ran straight into a fence, and tried to scale it. Nope. The cop pulled me off 
the fence and put my arm behind my back, pushing it upwards. 

“Don’t beat me up! Don’t beat me up!” I pleaded, and he tossed me in 
the back of the cop car. I was scared. Cops scared me. Like gods, they’re 
omnipotent. They could do anything. If you say they can’t, who’s gonna stop 
’em? There’s nobody to police the police. My pants were soaking wet with 
piss. 

“Do you have any I.D.?” the cop asked. 

“Nope,” I lied. 

“What’s your name?" he asked, diddling with the computer keyboard. 


I told him. “Caileb Williams,” I said, not wanting to lie to the cop, who 
would undoubtedly have my description on file in the computer. A fictitious 
name would be a suspicious name, and I didn’t want any reason to go to 
the drunk tank—or to jail. Cowan had been to the drunk tank before. He 
was drinking at Morrow Park with a group of persons, many of whom were 
minors, and the cops took their beer. Cowan had an open one in his hand 
as he said, “I’m eighteen—I’m allowed to drink.” 

“Not outside you’re not,” said the cop, snatching the brew from his 
hand. Cowan went berserk. If there’s one thing that pisses him off, it’s tak¬ 
ing his beer. He punched the cop in the chest and ripped off his badge. The 
cops dragged him—kicking, screaming, and fighting—into the back of the 
car. Cowan was lucky. If this were New York or Los Angeles he would’ve 
been beaten to a pulp and thrown in jail. But this is Winnipeg, Manitoba. 
Canada. Where the police officers must be more liberal, because they 
thought they were really giving it to him by sticking him in the drunk tank 

for a night. 

My own problems with the cops were 
far from over. The cops asked where I 
lived. I gave them my parents address; I 
wanted to keep 11-61 Clayton a secret. 
Luckily, the address I gave them matched 
the one in the computer. 

“I can’t believe this totalitarianism,” I 
said. “I get beat up—then arrested for it!” 

“Shut the fuck up!” said the cop. He 
spoke into the radio microphone. “We’ve 
got two youths—one eighteen, one nine¬ 
teen. They’re both intoxicated.” 

“I’m not,” I said. 

“Shut up!” 

The cop’s partner was questioning 
Jason outside. 

Jay was yelling, “You fuckin’ fascists! 
Why don’t you go get the fucker who start¬ 
ed the fight with us?" The cop was trying 
word he said was ‘fuck’. I was scared to 
use profanity; I was inside the car. 

All of a sudden, and I don’t know how, the cop said, “You can go.” 
Just like that. I was elated. The cop came and opened the door. “Awwww. 
Did you piss yourself?” The back seat was visibly soaked. Moreover, it 
smelled. 

“Uh, yeah,” I responded, getting out of the car. I stood up. The other 
cop asked, “Why did you piss yourself?" 

“Uh, um...when you’ve gotta go, you’ve gotta go!” 

“Just get the fuck outta here! Aw, fuck, you pissed youreself! All over 
the fuckin’ seat. I can’t belive you fuckin’ pissed yourself! Fuck does it 
reek!” Their curses faded as I quickly paced away. 

“Fuckin’ fascists!” yelled Jay. He was right behind me. But they heard 
him. They probably agreed. 



fuck outta here before I fuck to calm him down. Every second 
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because low markups = lower prices * happy kids = more sales. Just drop us a postcard or fax to (215) 426-9662 A well send you our latest catalog... 

ft* a < l uick notc 00 Miaou Recordings . the newest addition in the very family, our first release la the mind-blowing 
STARKWEATHER Into The Wire" 12",/ce/cd. out In June 1995. they will move you, haunt you. brutalize you. make you cry. make vju tear down 
A ^ room black: all at the same time, we can honestly say that you have never heard anything like it before you'd merer 
think •omeU.tng co heavy could poeeibly bring tern, to your eye*., anyway, the 12"/cs Is 86..50ppd., cd is 88 Rpd^thln u.s.. forel^tte^te 
first... worldwide distributors write! record labels write, too! we will trade far your releases In large quantities A they will be distributedthra Very... 

atoce I am a cat. I am naturally curious A simply must know where you read this ad. so please mention it when writing in. ok? love ya... 
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I love punk music. The Damned started 
the 2nd phase of my life. My puberty had a 
soundtrack: Minor Threat, 7 Seconds, Youth 
Brigade. Anger, frustration, and truth.These mes¬ 
sages stayed with me and shaped the person 
that I am today: a 21 year old kid with some 
ideas which will be accomplished at all costs. My 
main plans are centered around a TV show 
called “Punk Uprisings.” I’m not doing the show 
as a punk authority, but as a fan. Basically, it’s a 
free audio/visual zine. It’s OK if I’m talking about 
the Suspects or the Bouncing Souls or the 
Humpers and people say “Who?” It bothers me 
when they say “I’ve heard of them, but I haven’t 
heard them.” I think “Punk Uprisings” can help 
fill that void. • 

Fanzines should be applauded for giving us 
information regularly and reminding us what it’s 
all about. We should further applaud MRR for 
their efforts with MRR Radio, giving a sound to 
the bands that they continuously review and fol¬ 
low. More can be done, though, to increase the 
availability of the music. In an ideal world, every 
cool band would come to your town at least 
twice a year, systems of distribution would 
enable every 7” and CD release to be found at 
your local mom and pop, and kids would have 
the money to support their scene in whatever 
capacity they wish without having to prostitute 
themselves at McDonald’s. As things are, there 


are few ways to hear what new bands sound like 
without plunking money down. It costs a small 
fortune to experiment with all the new band 
releases, and even though most of the bands 
that I know are committed to touring, they 
sometimes can’t reach Alaska or Hawaii, let 
alone other continents.There are a few ways to 
hear music with no commitment...you can hear 
new Epitaph releases by dialing 2I.3-I-OFFEND; 
the radio; compilations are good if they’re 
priced right; free stuff in fanzines...these are a 
few of my favorite things. 

Herein lies the beginning of my plans: I. I 
hope “Punk Uprisings” will offer both an inter¬ 
national showcase for “unknown” bands and a 
platform for ideas; 2. I hope to continue with 
plans for quarterly “P.U.” samplers with 25 
tracks from new 7” and CD releases. Lookout 
Records is helping me make it possible to keep 
the mail order price down to $5 bucks ppd 
cash/$5.50 ppd check (you can order it from us) 
and we’re trying to have it sold in stores as a 
CD EP so that the price will be as low as possi¬ 
ble. The first one we’re putting together now 
has Ten Foot Pole, the Suspects, the Bouncing 
Souls, Assorted Jellybeans, Spent Idols, the 
Vandals, Reset, the Humpers, Weston, Black 
Train Jack, and I’m not sure who else yet (send 
us your releases for this one or the next one). I 
hope it will bring people into all the mom and 


pops who order through Mordam; 3.1 hope to 
continue with plans to have the Eastern Indy 
Music Fest next May in Washington, DC and the 
Western Indy Music and Film Fest at the end of 
next summer in Oregon or CA.They will allow 
independent labels a forum to discuss whatever 
topics are hindering growth, give a centralized 
location where one can check out bands cheap¬ 
ly, and further relationships within the commu¬ 
nity. $25 bucks for 5 days is the goal. 

Shaping these plans are a couple of con¬ 
cerns. I want to figure out a way to provide a 
do-it-yourself network, offering everything from 
legal advice and information about a promoters 
reputation to radio stations that program 7” 
releases and who to call to have your tapes dis¬ 
tributed in Japan. I also worry about providing 
financial stability for the folks who are tirelessly 
supporting the wacky ideas I get.With all this in 
mind, I thought I would take the time to give an 
overview of the history, philosophies and poli¬ 
cies behind the show as well as what my inten¬ 
tions are, both for the short and long term. I 
believe that there’s no point in doing something 
if you are going to do it half-ass. And, like with 
anything else, if you don’t like mine, start your 
own. 

Friends and I have been videotaping 
shows and interviewing bands for almost a year 
now with the “P.U.” in mind. Labels, bands, fans, 
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and promoters have come to my aid numerous 
times to get good footage. From Epitaph, BYO, 
•and Fat Wreck Chords to Empty, Positive Force, 
and Dischord, people have offered their help 
and guidance. It isn’t about greater exposure for 
a band or an agenda, it’s about furthering the 
community as a whole; remembering where you 
come from and what the music is all about. 

The next step was having it broadcast. 
Originally, I was going to send it out to about 30 
cable access stations in different parts of the 
country, made possible by cool people living the 
spirit of the show and sponsoring us on their 
local cable access stations.That plan, after it was 
all set up, lasted about a week.Too many stations 
want ownership of what they broadcast. Again, 
originally I was thinking I would just tell them to 
fuck off, but by that point a new counselor, my 
mentor, if you will, named Joe Escalante [yes, 
THAT Joe Escalante of the Vandals fame (please 
note that they earned that name, I’ve seen it)] 
changed my thinking. Joe now often steers me 
clear of lawsuits; this was the first time. 

So I then decided to try to buy infomer¬ 
cial time. The problem is that no one wants to 
advertise if they don’t know where it will be 
shown, and I couldn’t tell them where it would 
be broadcast without money to see what I 
could afford.They first place we decided on was 
on Fox49, KPDX in Portland, OR at 2 am on 
Saturday nights. That channel goes to 919,000 
homes. 

Our expenses at that time we’re running 
several thousand dollars a week (equipment, air 
time, editing, phone bills, etc.). After my person¬ 
al meager savings (and credit) were exhausted, I 
sought ways to keep the show going without 


Stridex commercials. Eventually we decided that 
we would sell commercial time, but only to 
companies that wanted to be part of the team, 
partners in spirit; companies who are indepen¬ 
dently owned and live the do-it-yourself, com¬ 
munity ethic every day. I decided then that I did¬ 
n’t want to offer commercial time to labels; first¬ 
ly, as I thought it would result in a tremendous 
conflict of interest; and secondly, because very 
few of the labels whose bands we regularly 
show have the resources to purchase air time. 
The point of the show is to give bands exposure 
that they earned by being true to their ideals. It 
doesn’t matter to me if they have sold 10 or 
10,000 copies of their mail-order only split 7”. 
The reoccurring problem with life is that people 
with money control what we see and hear. I’m 
not going to let that effect my life or my plans (I 
realize now that this line that I wrote a few 
months ago shows a much more youthfully- 
enthusiastic/ignorant me than the jaded mind- 
fucked state I enjoy as I update this). Jake 
Doomey, a true prince of a guy, volunteered to 
handle our sales. With his help “Punk Uprisings’’ 
was able to continue with the support of Plan B, 
Type A, Edward Sebastian, Foundation, and 
Airwalk. Each of these companies believes in the 
community spirit, a few committed themselves 
before seeing an episode. 

We were broadcast in Portland 6 times, 
from June 24th to July 29th. I decided to go on 
hiatus for awhile to earn more money and put 
the show on in other markets.That pretty much 
brings us to the present day. We’re now sched¬ 
uled to broadcast nationally on E! after “Talk 
Soup” on Saturday nights. Our total households 
is more than 39 million (MTV is in 40 million). 


Most of the channels are trying to fuck us (espe¬ 
cially El, but they are cheaper than all the other 
national channels). E! won’t even list us as a 
show, we’re listed as paid programming so we 
are calling every newspaper in the country so 
that we’ll get listed in the TV guides. We’ve also 
been going after advertising and no one wants 
to advertise. NO ONE (our original sponsors 
have yet to renew their sponsorships at the 
increased rate; either way I’ll probably still show 
their commercials if I have room to help them 
as they have helped me). You know how those 
corporate assholes work, they wait and see and 
then jump on bandwagons. One of the compa¬ 
nies actually said, “Isn’t that all about kill your 
mother, kill your father.” Hopefully killing your 
parents will be in vogue soon so they’ll adver¬ 
tise. Are there no risk takers with money left in 
America? This is causing me to rethink my 
stance on label advertising, but the jury is still 
out. Anyway, week I is paid for.We may not have 
a week 2 right away. I talked my boyfriend into 
investing his life savings (I’m surprised he is still 
with me, too!). Now both of us are in a pretty 
dire situation. I’m not giving up though, so even 
though it may seem like this is the end, we will 
overcome.Look for the show popping up on 
various stations over the years if we don’t find a 
sponsor fast. Our expenses now are almost 
$20,000 a week (no shit). I hope we can get 
advertisers soon. 

Anyway, we have a few policies: I. No cen¬ 
sorship of views. I want this to be an open 
forum for pertinent discussion. We do have to 
beep profanity, but I have no one to answer to 
about content 2. No assholes.They won’t even 
get interviewed. I try not to listen to gossip, so 
























I can only tell by what Is done to me. 3. No 
major label punk videos. This is a little tricky to 
explain.We will show the occasional major label 
hardcore video, or an interview or even live 
footage of a band who is now on a major label, 
but the song we will use will be off an indepen¬ 
dent label release. To reiterate, the entire pur¬ 
pose of this show is to offer an outlet doesn’t 
currently exist. Major labels have that outlet, 
encompassed in MTV (and, realistically, in all 
mainstream press and radio as well). We don’t, 
yetThe only exception to this being the original 
“punk” bands, but there were different rules 
back then [this means that we will show videos 
by the Ramones, the Clash, and the Sex Pistols, 
but will not show the major label video releas¬ 
es by Samiam, Bad Religion, All, Quicksand,Wax, 
the Melvins, Jawbox, Face to Face, Green Day, 
etc. (even though these are still good bands and 
we will still go to their shows and interview 
them {when we’re allowed} and bring them care 
packages on the road. We simply refuse to have 
our efforts profit people we don’t know {and 
usually don’t want to}) and we will show live 
footage of the songs that they released on indies 
to support the people we do know]. I think that 
the second one considers going to a major label, 
if he has any clue what that entails, that cha- 
ching noise should echo through his head for 
eternity. I’m an analogy freak, so here goes: a 
punk band that signs to a major label is like find¬ 
ing out that your significant other is a prostitute 
who frequently services your boss who treats 
you with no respect and who you put up with 
solely to provide for your sweet significant 
other and that he/she is leaving you for your 
boss and you can’t leave the small town you 


come from so you are constantly running into 
them.Why? Because when you love a band, you 
wear it on your sleeve and on your chest (and 
maybe other places if you are the tat-type).The 
whole thing to me about punk is knowing every¬ 
body that’s part of the team. Not just knowing, 
but they are with you and you are with them 
because of friendship. If you succeed, you suc¬ 
ceed together. When a band goes to a major, 
yeah, maybe their A&R guy was cool or whatev¬ 
er, but who is representing them to radio or 
press? Is it someone who even likes their music 
or just another prostitute working to pay the 
bills? Who is designing their marketing cam¬ 
paign? Who is choosing their video director? 
Who is deciding who they will do interviews 
with? When a punk band signs to a major, or 
even humors the notion, you feel deserted. 
Sort-of like with the baseball strike.There are so 
many sick things about major labels, let’s list 
some, shall we? I. Do-it-yourself is replaced by 
they-do-it. On one hand, specialization makes 
sense, but how can anyone trust their livelihood 
to someone who feels their music is a product? 
How can a non-punk PR person honestly repre¬ 
sent a punk band? 2. Major labels distort reality. 
It’s horrendous to think of someone hiring a 
record producer or a video director because he 
is famous and will get you on commercial radio 
or MTV. A good example is the All scenario. 
When they were on Cruz, they did several 
videos (“Simple Things,” “Guilty,” “Shreen,” 
“Dot,”), each a good representation of the band. 
Now they are on Interscope.The latest All video 
that I’m aware of was directed by Sam Bayer 
(responsible for video hits by the Cranberries, 
the Offspring, Nirvana) and cost more than 5 


times what their 4 videos on SST ran together. 
To boot, Bayer usually does beautiful videos (the 
Offspring’s “Gotta Get Away, for example...even 
though it’s questionable whether he has ever 
seen a real-life pit before), but the All video is 
this stupid parody of home shopping channels 
which Schlong already did at least several 
months earlier, better, and cheaper (for less than 
10% of the All budget). How long would $75,000 
keep your project going? 3. Who is in charge 
here? Last November Green Day came to the 
Washington, DC metro area. They played an 
arena for $16 a ticket. Whatever. Pansy Division 
on Lookout! opened for them. A few weeks 
before we had interviewed Samiam (who I have 
loved since they played with Bazooka Joe in 
1989 at the Thrash Can in Miami) and Jason, the 
singer, wanted me to pass along a note to the 
guys in Green Day and I also had a note for Tim 
Chunks (tour manager extraordinaire) from the 
Bouncing Souls. We were OKed an interview 
with Pansy Division (thanks again Molly!) and I 
called Warner Brothers, Inc. for a Green Day 
interview and to film the show. Both were flatly 
refused. Got backstage, hung out with Pansy 
Division, found Tim, gave him cookies and his 
note, interviewed Tim, found Billie, gave him 
cookies and his note, asked for an interview. 
“We’re not supposed to do interviews.” Uh, ha- 
ha. So I finally talked him into naming bands he 
likes on camera. Whatever. Then we tracked 
down Tre Cool. Urn, yeah. So I asked him if we 
could do an interview. 30 seconds. He said, and 
I quote, 

“We’re supposed to stay off TV for 
awhile.” 

“Why?” 




























Punk Uprisings can be 
seen on the following 
(from fine television stations: 


“jabber, jabber, jabber, IMAGE...” (Two wit¬ 
nesses, mind you). 

That was all I heard. So I said, “Can’t you 
even do a 10 second show ID for people who 
have been your fans for years?” 

“No, sorry.” 

Now when you would blame not doing 
something on somebody else, you are NOT 
punk. That is the entire reason that I am doing 
this now quite lengthy expose on my activities. 
I’m claiming responsibility. Accountability. Full 
disclosure. The buck stops here. In fact, send a 
self-addressed stamped envelope and I’ll send a 
quarterly-updated financial statement for “Punk 
Uprisings.” I have no clue why you may care, 
unless you have no life and are really nosy, but I 
won’t question your intentions. Please don’t do 
it for awhile because I haven’t told my boyfriend 
how much money I’ve lost and I don’t want him 
to know yet Thanks. 

Anyway, the main people involved are as 
follows: Susan Wills, Joe Escalante, Dennis 
Jagard, Dan Snow, Chris Condayan, George Tabb 
and Wendy Waxman, Dave Jessop, Chad 
Anderson, Joel Menter, Tom DeLonge. Lots of 
other people offer tremendous help: Molly and 
Chris at Lookout!, Sandee Borgman, Martin 
McMartin, Jake Doomey, Martin Muecke, Joe 
Epstein, Luke Brody.“Punk Uprisings” isn’t about 
these people though, it’s about you. If there’s a 


band you like (including one you may be in), film 
them live, do an interview, make a video, what¬ 
ever. If in your area there’s a 
cool punk-run club (like 
Gilman,ABC No Rio, or the 
Black Cat), or zine 
Stop Control to Anti {for¬ 
merly Anti-Matter}), or printing company 
(Revolution, Punks With Presses), or promoter 
(Do It in Utah and Greenland in Montreal), or 
organization (BYO or Positive Force), or studio 
(WGNS, Westbeach) then do a segment on it, 
interview them.VHS, SVHS, 8mm, High8, 3/4”— 
it’s all fine. I promise that as long as I’m getting 
interesting footage, “Punk Uprisings” will live. 
Maybe not on E!, probably somewhere cheaper. 
As I look forward to next week, where I may 
forced to default on several contracts, I hope it’s 
not out of line for me to ask for your assistance. 
Starting on Monday, September 4th, I’m calling 
every station that we’re aired on at least a hun¬ 
dred times so that they will think someone 
actually enjoyed my show and maybe they’ll tell 
somebody and I could get some advertisers. It’s 
really fun. If you would harass them too, I would 
really appreciate it. 


E! cable (213) 954-2400 Saturday 
nights, starting 9/2, midnight 
PST/3am E.S.T. 

WSBK, Boston 38 (617) 783- 
3838 Thursday nights, starting 8/31, 
1:30am 

KCAL, LA 9 (213) 960-3000 
Friday nights, starting 9/1,2:30am 

KTTY.San Diego 69 (619) 575- 
6969 Saturday nights starting 9/2, 
2am 

KPDX, Portland 49 (503) 239- 
4949 Saturday nights starting 8/26, 
2am 


„ CPunJt Qlprisinqs 

2470 Stearns St. #237 Simi Valley. CA 93063 

(SOU) 488-7865 
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Solamente Records-June/July 1995 Jc 

Thee Phantom 5ive 
"Jumpstart" c/w "Surf Party 1 

...stunning 
$3.75 ppd . 

...out in jul'y 
DICKHEADS - tribute! 
to all things . V* 

Dick Dale!Featuring^ 

Cowslingers, Car 
Theives,Neptunas, 

Penetrators,Woggles * 

Cruncher, Galaxy Trioij 
Daytonas,Thee 
Phantom 5ive 
& the Quadrajets.^j 
$7.50 (US) ppd ,J# 


SOLAMENTE RECORDS 
124 ST. MARKS PLACE #2 
BROOKLVN, NEW VORK 11217-2015 
USA 



OUT THIS MINUTE 

engine kief 

'heater sweats nails' 7" 


« c P u r t b ,° mb/fisticuf fs 

bluff 


jeff 


Humphrey trio” 


rye coa iition. 7" 



J-isting of stuff, thanx. 

71 are $3/4/$$ ppd checks/m.o 
out to mike simonetti 
troublemao t-shirts 
states size please $6/7/$9oDd 


tmunlimtd 16 willow st. 
bayonne nj 07002 usa 



CAT # 18529-1 (LP), 18529-2(CD). 

With two 7”’s behind them, and sever¬ 
al tour dates opening for Girls Against 
Boys, Jawbox, Brainiac and others, 
Deerfield, Illinois’ own Smoothies are 
ready to present their debut full length 
release. Pickle is chock full of sophis¬ 
ticated pop tinged melodies and dri¬ 
ving buzz saw guitars. Top it off with 
catchy hooks, thick bass lines and 
raw vocals...and you have yourself 
one dandy LP. 

ttoofaTi pirn, ISOUTHERNl 

58.00 for LP PPD. [records 


CAT # B00B005. The latest 
release from Rudimentary Peni, Pope 
Adrian 37th is comprised of all new 
material. This release is the RP’s first 
studio album recorded since 1989’s 
Cacophony. Pope Adrian 37th 
promises the same dose of Anglo- 
punk that every Rudimentary Peni fan 
shall eagerly anticipate. 


CAT # 18530-1(LP), 18530-2(CD). Doug 
Scharin (formerly of Codeine and current¬ 
ly of June of 44) on drums, Curtis 
Harvey on guitar/vocals, Phil Spirito 
on bass and Kirsten McCord on cello 
come straight out of Brooklyn with the 
debut from REX! Listen close, as 
REX leads you through a musical 
landscape of textured rhythms, slide 
guitars and veering vocals. 


$10.00 PPD. OUTER HIMALAYAN 


Illinois residents add 8.75% sales tax. Send SASE for mail order catalog 
Distributed By • Southern Records P.O. Box 25529 Chicago, tu 60625 
info@southem.com http://www.southem.com/southem/ 


Also available from The Smoothies 
Reasonably Happy 7” (18528-7) 

Also available from Rudimentary Peni 
The EP’s of RP CD/CS (B00B003) 
Death Church CD/CS (B00B004) 
Cacophony CD/CS (B00B002) 

Coming soon from Rex 
All b/w Nayramadin Orgil 7” (18531-7) 


SOUTHERN 
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NO SLOGANS NO CATCH PHRASES 




“12 ROUNDS OF 
HARD-HITTING 
PUNK ROCK 
FROM THE 
MEAN STREETS 
OF CHICAGO” 


iUM^INOf TW»STIN<3i F»4iUN«« A NO-HOIDS-BARRED, BELOW THE BELT BROllHA' 

“THE BOLLWEEVILS” 


- PRESENT* 


HEAVYWEIGHT 


WEEVIL 




0/CA sS 


UP/° 


LP/CASS $7.00 POST PAID U.S./$10.00 ELSEWHERE 
CD $10.00 U.S./$12.00 ELSEWHERE 
CHECK, CASH, OR MONEY ORDER TO: 

DR. STRANGE RECORDS P.O. BOX 7000-117, 
ALTA LOMA, CA 91701 U.S.A. 


DON’T FORGET TO CHECK OUT OUR HUGE RARE 
PUNK ROCK CATALOG. FREE WITH ORDER. 
(OTHERWISE SEND 2 STAMPS) 



















“(hive me aJucking break already.jflnd all the rest of that\ 
sorry lot, hippies, hippies, and more hippies. With thei) 
Internet call numbers and shit. I say take your computet ^ 
ofnd shove them up your arsell — -—- 

-letter from disgruntled "punk” printed in PP8 


FI 3 then 


answer your questi 


’s a network. A 
■»e: is an incred- 
ru as the gamut 
Tfese comput- 
im jnicate faster 


w ^^/o! Wi6vie with Sandra Bullock. I :’s 

huge network. Basically, what we now know as the interne: 
ibly nebulous network of computers whose ownership 
of educational institutions to evil government stoolies. 
ers(servers) provide a backdrop for peons like us to conm 
and most will argue, better than ever before. Everyday, peo ale fortunate 
enough to have access to computers logon to these servers and,fright¬ 
eningly enough, exploit its utility through forms 
such as e-mail, FTP, WWW, ire, talk, internet ' 
phone, etc. (more on these later...) 

1C IT p HI 1 

; lt oe^&ras on who you talk 
to. If you talk to, say, congress, 
they’ll probably shove some 
rhetoric about ‘cyberporn’ 
down your throat and tell 
you to stay AWAY. This 
should be enough reason 
to know you MUST 
TAKE PART. If you’re 
worried about the 
government keeping 

tabs on you, then don’t worry, because they 
already are. Of course, if you ask say, a certain Riverdale if the 
net is bad, he’ll probably just bitch and moan about the hype. 

I can bitch and moan about hype too, but it doesn’t detract 
from what’s really good about getting hooked up, which 
brings us to... 

'burWihFM'lft/quote above doesn’t think so, but 
then again he’s also a moron. What I used to like about 
MRR was that half of it was filled with ads and, in the back, 
they printed all the weird personals. That was pretty 
cool when I was fourteen and didn’t have a computer 
and the key mode for communicating with strangers 
was a stamp and some spit. The key now is immedi¬ 
acy. You can do all of the same things - 

you did before, except quickly and Ben 

simply. The forums for meeting 


other punks out there already exist, and are teeming with people try¬ 
ing to connect somehow. 

Aside from the mere direct communication aspect, there are 
whole other possibilities for DIY media. For a long while, internet 
users have published and distributed fanzines via the net in various 
forms. Some simply wrote it all as a simple text file with no 
graphics and sent it out as e-mail. Others got fancy and 
spiced things up with graphics and made them available 
via FTP (file transfer protocol), to be downloaded to one’s 
home computer. These days, you can write your zine, com¬ 
plete with graphics, sounds, and animations, and set it up to be 
accessed by almost everybody. 

As for being punk rock, the internet can only be con¬ 
sidered a tool. Sure, it can be abused, but that’s just a price 
you pay for insanely easy communication. 


rnmoi it 


For pe 


?C clones (x86, Pentiums), anything above a 
286 should do (ie 386,486, Pentium).You should have configured at least 
8 megabytes of RAM, and a VGA or SVGA monitor. For beginners, prob¬ 
ably the easiest operating system to begin with is Windows 3.1, not 
because it’s better or easy to use, but because of the availability of inter¬ 
net software for that platform.These days, almost all of the clone packages 
come configured with more than these minimum operation requirements, 
so this is usually not a problem unless you are using an ancient computer. 

(Hint: if you don’t have a mouse, or your monitor only has two colors- 
green (or amber) and black, and you still think windows are a neat 
concept, then you will probably have to stick to a no-frills text- 
type interface. More on this later.). 

If you are using a Macintosh, it is preferable 
to use something with a 68030 chip or later (68040, 


Ml IT 
nut . 


browsers, file transfer protocol 
neat stuff with the nice graph¬ 
ical user interfaces 
(GUI). For simple e- 
mail type services, the 
requirements are 
much less demanding, as 
there are no memory hog¬ 
ging graphical elements to be 
awed by. These are called 
shell accounts and will be 






















news, 


giving the subscriber 
caveat that they pay fc 


tip JSfumber Two: It 


'ou’re not worried about having c 
dress, but just want to look, you car 
name services like farmers cycle their crops 
of their “ten free hours'* introductory ojfen 
lus, you get to take a bite out of the man. 


Powermac)- the reason being that Macs predating the 
68030 are generally a lot slower and graphics will look pretty 
shitty on a black and white 9” screen. Later models are general¬ 
ly a good bet if you want to do web (WWW) and any other graph¬ 
ics intensive tasks. Again, as with the older PC’s, on the older Macs 
it may be best to stick with the text-type interface that doesn’t 
demand much of the computer. 

If this is all Greek to you, then find someone that has a 

computer and is internet friendly. Hell, maybe they’ll even l m b y 1X0 
i . . , anti-technohogyl 

let YOU use their computer if you don’t have one. 

For all you kids in college, you don’t have to worry as you probably have 

a computer room stocked with the latest technology, complete with 

direct internet hookups.__ 


Upam Tip jfumber One: If you live near a college, get 
frjiendly with the students and figure out a way to get 
into their computer rooms (fake id or attitude) and 
naybe even get someone to let you use their 
iccountd). If this sounds sort of shady to you, 
don't worry because you're not the only 
? doing it. (punk rock. _ j 




puter-geek magazines. Most of the local providers will try to advertise 
there and in other, more visible, papers. Along with the local providers, 
larger, moderately sized providers like Delphi and Netcom may also adver- 
J Though I’m certainly tise - Remember, supporting your local businesses can 
-be a good thing. 

If you’re lazy, then (semi)corporate may be your route. 

| Big names like AmericaOnline (AOL), CompuServe, and 
Prodigy offer a wide range of services, but are also sort 
of creepy because of their size. These companies tend to 
cover the bases pretty well in terms of what services they 
offer, but that’s because they’re trying to sell you something. 
Most now have all of these services available, which is nice if 
you don’t feel too dirty for going corporate. The good thing 
about b eing forced to be so consumer oriented is that they 
have had to make their interface incredibly easy to use, with 
good documentation when you need it. Finding out 
how to look up with them is insanely easy, as they 
saturate the media with ads so I won’t bother 
tellirg you anymore about them. 


fern is what’s going to let 
your computer talk across the phone lines. 

The amount of information that can be 
transmitted per unit time is measured 
baud. The technical details are boring. Most 
internet services support a wide ran*e of 
modem speeds, going from a slow and ; incient 
2400 baud to a ripping fast 28,800 baud. You basi¬ 
cally want the fastest modem you can afford or find, 
especially if you plan on using full-blown graphics 
internet applications like a web(WWW) browser.This helps cut 
down on download time for graphics, sounds, etc., that may be 
incorporated in web pages.This is a good thing if you’re paying 
for access by the hour. 

For text-only people, speed isn’t as critical, but it 
sure is convenient. Most bundled computers come with 
adequate modems, but if you’re using an old (2400 baud) 
modem, think about getting something faster. These days, 
14,400 baud modems are becoming pretty standard and 
are supported almost universally. 


IHR7 TP' nnk 


irs a good range of internet services. To 
tak; moderately decent advantage of the 
internet, it’s nice to have, aside from e-mail, 
full graphical WWW access, FTP, USENET 
RC, gopher, etc. (Note: Your provider 
should alio provide you with all of the necessary 
software to do all of this.) You can weigh the impor¬ 
tance of these various services after reading the rest of 
this article, or maybe aftc r getting some net experience. 

Cost—-Some~oha : ge~a~ftat rate, while others charge a minimum 
“Iree” token number of hours with the added 
■ every hour over the “free” number of hours. In 
this sense, choosing a gotad provider is like picking a long distance phone 
company. Good luck. 


*1s getting a lot easier 

these days as more independent outfits are buying big comput¬ 
ers and hooking them up as internet nodes, where people can dial in 
and connect to their computer for, what is usually, a pretty nominal fee. 
For those that don’t mind doing some local research, this is a pretty 
good route.Try looking in the local computer stores for their local com- 


If you’re in college, none of the above concerns you. Most schools 
already have a decent lab already set up and getting hooked up is a matter 
of talking to the computer consultants. The good thing about it is that 
the accounts are free (if you don’t count little things like tuition), and 
they usually provide the students with ample documentation 
and personal support if they need it. Feel lucky. 



































THE GOODSTUFF 

C^njqn 

c 1 Despite it’s simple concept, e-mail (or electronic mail) remains 
an incredibly powerful concept. No stamps to lick, no trips to the mail¬ 
box, no fuss. Basically, the concept is the same as writing a real letter, 
except you write in on screen and send it at the tap of a button. 

It usually takes less than a few minutes to get I don’t trust 

motherfucker \ 

routed through the network to it’s destination. ^ £-maiZ address | 
quick+painless. 

Everyone (including you) is assigned an e-mail I 
address where mail can be sent.Your internet provider will 1 
tell you what your address is so you can tell your friends and 
be a geek. It will look something like this: 
rodent@bitch.whine.com.... the stuff after the‘@’ symbol is 
the domain name of your provider or host, while the 
stuff that precedes the ‘@’ is generally the name 
that you log on with, although you may be able to 
change it to an alias that can serve the same 
purpose (and is maybe easier to remember). 

Once you have someone’s address, 
writing them is easy, and you can even mail 
more than one person at the same time. The 
details of how to do this are specific to each 
type of mailing program, so read the instructions! 

Aside from mailing friends around the 
world on a one on one basis, you can join a mail¬ 
ing list.These lists usually are controlled by some pro¬ 
gram on some server somewhere, that relays messages sent 
to it to everyone that’s on “the list”.This is sort of neat in that 
a big group of people with a common interest can communi¬ 
cate and do all of that sharing hippie crap. There’s mailing lists 
for every interest and even (gasp!) a punk-list. 

u ^6i&J^1^^ome network of servers that catalogs 
and stores a current stock of messages, ‘posted’ within 
special interest groups with such exotic titles as 
sci.physics, rec.arts.body-art, alt.sex.bestiality, and, of 
course, alt.punk. You can browse through these groups 
using a browsing program that your provider provides, and 
post your own messages within those groups. You can 
respond to someone’s idiotic opinion, or post your own idiotic 
opinion. It’s just like a bulletin board where everyone gets to see what 
everyone else is saying. 

The names of the groups are assigned according to a hierar¬ 
chical system. From left to right, the most general to the more specific. 


For instance, groups of a recreational nature are preceded by a ‘rec’, as 
in rec.games.chess. Groups preceded by an ‘alt’ in there name arent 
alternative’ like an MTV Buzzbin-, they’re just the groups that individuals 
like you and me started (DIY!). Most of the time the traffic on them is a 
lot less than the more official groups created by USENET.This is most¬ 
ly because if people like us created it, then chances where the 
topic of the group was of a‘special interest’ nature. (I got a sys¬ 
tem administrator at MIT to startup altpunk for me sum¬ 
mer 1993. Back then it only got about 30 messages per week, 
but post-GREEN DAY EXPLOSION, the volume increased 
drastically and today we’ve got the mess that is altpunk. 
hooray!) 

The cool thing about having these little forums is that 
geography and time aren’t restrictions on getting your opinion 
or questions out. If you’re going to do something like take a 
cross-country trip and you want to hang out with peo¬ 
ple that you think you might get along with, then 
places like newsgroups are good places to find 
people that might be on your way. Maybe you’d 
just like to find out if there are other people 
in your area that are into the same type of 
things. Special interest newsgroups are the 
way to go. 

• If this all sounds too rosy to you, then 
that’s because you’re right.You WILL see peo¬ 
ple get really bent out of shape over trivial 
things, like people disagreeing with them, and 
you’ll often see people bickering at each other using 
a newsgroup as their forum.That’s just an ego thing (oth¬ 
erwise they’d take it to private e-mail), but it comes with the 
ropes (the arguments even have names: flame wars). Along with those 
brats, you get the ‘I’m so cool and cynical types’... I’m going to knock 
them, even though I count myself in that crowd. We tend to bitch about 
how dumb people are and how we know better.We suck and its very bad. 
Don’t be that way. Be happy and positive. (This article is for HippiePlanet, 
right?) 

sounds like a cat disease, but really it stands for File Transfer 
Protocol. It’s basically a way to transfer files across the net. People basi¬ 
cally set up computers so that their files are accessible for download. 
These computers then become “ftp sites”. Some sites are set up to only 
let approved users access their files.This just means that they require 
a password to get in. Otherwise, a site can be set up to be com¬ 
pletely publically accessible by what is termed “anonymous 
FTP”.When you log onto the site you type “anonymous” 
for your login name and then your address for the pass- 
word.This means that you can free software, sound, text, 












image, and other random types of files from these sites 
without too much effort. 

To get to a site, you first need its address (similar to an e 
mail address minus the name@ part). One can usually just run across 
these addresses as people mention them in newsgroups or e-zines.The 
software to do the actual file transfer should be included in the package 
that your internet provider gives you. 
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• ICQ" 7 

l<tfwfd^ Web (WWW), is sort of a subnetwork of what 


we call the internet. It’s really a collection of computers that have set 
themselves up as “web” servers, meaning that they have made them¬ 
selves publicly accesible via the internet for users to download files 
called web pages using programs called web browsers.These files contain 
layout directions so that your computer, using a web browser, can lay¬ 
out a page directly to your screen using text, graphics, 
sound, and animations that it downloads from 
same site. 

What does this mean? Insteadlof having 
boring text rolling across your screen, you can 
get it all— pictures, music, cartoonsL you 
name it. The environment itself is very user 
friendly and graphically oriented. Elements 
of the layout (text and graphics) can \ be 
clicked on using the mouse pointer, resulting 
in the browser downloading a new br 
information in the form of another web p; 
movie, or another bit of text. In this sensei these 
“clickable” elements are linked to other elements 
which, in netspeak, are called links (surprise Isurprise). So 
whenever a web page author wants to give a\ concept in the lay 
out some kick, they can just link the pertinent text or graphics 
to other links to reinforce whatever their saying. 

The pages themselves are found by “opening” a URL 
(Uniform Resource Locator), which is just an address. People 
often include their web page URL in their “sig” (short for 
signature file) which their mailer appends to the end of 
their e-mail and/or newsgroup postings. You won’t ever 
have trouble finding these things, as people more than 
willfully post their URL’s whenever possible. 



^^{^f^he best implementations of the web concept 
is in the form of e-zines (electronic fanzines).There, instead of 
your average static layout, everything can be recast to be more 
interactive, and maybe tell things a little differently. The really cool thing 
about it is that you don’t have to worry about someone’s crappy 
handwriting or really shitty xeroxed pictures (unless they scanned in shit¬ 
ty xeroxed pictures) and writing the code to do all of this fancy stuff is 



really, really easy. (We’ll be covering this in future articles.) This means 
that your average kid can write something legible and make it half-way 
decent looking with probably less effort than it takes to write a half-way 
decent hardcopy version. Some will tell you that is bad and that it just 
means more shitty e-zines (look what happened with the zine explo¬ 
sion of a few years ago), but that doesn’t mean that good e- 
zines won’t still be around. For good examples of some 
decent e-zines check out the addresses listed at the end. 


word of caution to 12-steppers... 


pretty cautious when playing around 
'h. ( :Because web authors generally like 


have to be \ 
i the web, though 

tb put lots of links to other pages, it gets pretty easy Jo gftt 
aadicte 


icted because there's always another link to follow, 


computer that just isn’t 
capable of doing fancy graphics, and can’t 
support stuff like full web browsers, etc., 
e’s still hope. You can still get an e-mail 
account, do FTP, scan newsgroups, and even 
browse the web (in a limited scope), but 
through what is called a shell account. Some 
interneTprov fch ii s wil l s e t u p an e - mail account 
on their computer which you can dpi in to from 
home.You interact with your account using only key¬ 
board input (the details of how to do this are specific to how 
The'provider’s computer system is set up).The progrimS that take care 

of mail, news, ftp, etc., reside on tpe /provider’s host 
s the most class-based c uter> not your ' s , so a || of , 
of technology to r 

tasks are done by them and all yojUr Computer has to 
do is read what their computer gives itlTne details of how 


computational 


this works are pretty boring, too, but i 
of the basic internet tools ' 


Well actually since ANYTHING! , / 

they don t look slick and prfe 


;point is this: most 
: just fine even if 


'in cheap access, a letter from an anonymous c b)8&J\bl poster: / 
(tight now I'm using an ancient -Xf-clone with a 2400 baud 
modem and a monocrome monitor. Mu system is worth maybe 
$35, maybe $40. My access is free cuz im a student, but it can bl 
v ad for $20/month. Compared to my tv/vcr/cable system to 
watch tv ($100 old tv set, $280 vcr, $30/month cable), internet 
- access is dirt cheap. --- • 
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That’s it for now. For those of you who are just get¬ 
ting hooked up, don’t worry if it all seems really confusing. Just 
make sure and ask a lot of questions and read the Frequently Asked 
Questions files (FAQ’s). If you find that you’re having A LOT of trou¬ 
ble, be nice to a nerd (real nice, not fake nice) and maybe they’ll help you 
out. For those of you that already know all of this stuff, we’ve got more in 
store for you in future columns. If you’re interested in starting your own 
newsgroup, web pages, e-zines, etc., then stay tuned, because in future 
issues we’ll tell you how to get started, as well as keep you up to date 
with URL’s, ftpsites, and other net junk. 

seeya next time, 
nrrrd@nwu.edu 


XXX 


7HN6S TO CHECH OUT... 

HEUSGR0UP9 

altpunk 

Listen to a bunch of kids tell each 
other who’s punk and who’s not., just like real 
life. A lot of this is just bickering, but at the same 
time a lot of people read it and actually use it to 
hook up with other punks across the country.Take it 
with a grain of salt. 

alt2600 

Wanna build a red box? I’m not gonna tell you, but 
someone on this group will. Don’t know what a red box is? 
read their FAQ. 

altgeek 

...needs no explanation. Go here after spending 6 
hours on the web. 


altzines 

Everybody and their mom is doing a zine. 
Advertise your wares here. I’m still looking out for 
the Degrassi Jr. High fanzine. 



mnn iur / tr rr. 
t IfllLII lU LlD t D' 

punk-list 

from Jesse’s Page’o’ Punk (http^/www.widomaker.com: 80 /Hesse/) 

“If YOU are interested in checking out the punk-list, mail a 
message to majordomo@cc.gatech.edu with a blank subject 
and “subscribe punk-list your@email.address”.You will then 
begin receiving somewhere between 12 and 200 mes¬ 
sages a day concerning things such as the speed of the 
Millenium Falcon and the political implications of sphincter 
twitching in small African countries.” 

lists of lists: 

go to http^/www.neosoftcom/intemet/paml/ with your 
web browsers to get a long, long list of other mailing lists. 
There’s bound to be something that you’re interested in. 

XXX 


UE8PR5E5 : 

E-text Archives 

http://www.etext.org/ 

The e-text archives basically catalogs a 
shitload of e-zines for the general public to down- 
load.The selection is staggering.This URL takes you 
to the place where they keep the web zines. 

Intrrr Nrrrd 

http://www.etext.org/Zi n es/1 n tr r r. N r rr d/ i n t r rr. h tm I 
Bri Cors, grad student and businessman extraordinaire, set this 
up a long while back. He hasn’t really updated it for a while, but what he’s 
got rocks. Sound files, opinions, and lot’s of links. One of the best punk 
webzines around. 

John Labovitzs E-zine List 

http://www.meer.net/~johnl/e-zine-list/index.html 
This guy went and catalogued a good portion of the e-zines on the 

net and where to find them. 

Internet is actu- 


I think 

^ ally worse, much worse, 
’ the human condition 
i TV. 


All Weasel quotes from MRR 



World Wide Punk 

http://wchat.on.ca/vic/wwp.htm 

This guy has waaay too much time on his hands as 
what he’s done here is link a LOT of punk-related sites. A 
good source for those four hour web rides. 


























DOG POUND 
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HELP ! WE ARE TOURING SOON ! ! ! 
ANYONE WHO CAN HELP US, PLEASE CALL: 


( 201 ) 812 - 0665 



6LNP faiE. fUUL CL TAU*; 


Dog Pound 
25 Crescent Ave. 
Totowa.NJ 07512 



"Part 3/Feed Me Glass 


single : $3.50 US/$6.00Air 
T-Shirt(XI orll=$ 10.00 0S/$ 15.00 Air 
Send stamps Uvr catalog lots of new stuff intuiting 
Soul Side GO, Gable GOTP, Third Age GO/IP E more! 

Atomic Action! Records 

2030 West Main Rd •Midd. Rl»02842msa 
Make Checks payable to.Brian Simmons 



andthear^yle. 




3 Mail Order Post Paid in U.S. Only: 

CD-$11 • LP-$7 • CA-S6 • T-Shirts-$10 
For Catalog, Or Tour Info, Send SASE To: 
P.0. Box 67A64 • Los Angeles, CA 90067 
























BRAND NEW FOR YOU FROM 
RESERVOIR RECORDS: 

,, HOLESHOT 22 -song CD 

(Both 7"s + new tracks!) 

CARDEN VARIETY/ 
HELL NO split 7" 

SILENT MAJORITY 

Island Earth" 7" 


RESERVOIR 


STICKS + STONES/WESTON split 7-inch 

DOC HOPPER "Aloha" LP (vinyl only) 

HOLESHOT t-shirt (2-sided/x-large) 

7"s: $3ppd ♦ LPs: $6ppd • CDs: $9ppd • T-shirts: $8ppd. 
Europe, add $2 per item. No checks. Cash or m.o.’s to 

ANDREW ORLANDO. SEND STAMP FOR FULL CATALOG. 

STORES: CALL LUMBERjACK OR EBULLITION. _ 



P.O.BOX 790366 

MIDDLE VILLAGE, NY 11379-0366 
USA 


71 8 - 326-001 2 



Available through. Rotz, 
Cargo USA, Get Hip, or 
ior S4.00 postpaid 
(airmail to Canada $5*00, 
overseas $6.00) x'rom: 

Yital Music Mailorder 
P0 Box 20247 NY, NY 
10021-0064 


VITAL MUSIC MAILORDER 

Cat # Title Price postpaid 1st class US(surface elsewhere) 

2026*..WIVES-Girly Girl 7" 2 hard hitting rapid-fire punk tunes from this great NYC all 

female trio. New on Vital Music Records.Clear Vinyl 4.00(call 212-777-5047 for preview) 

1389*. BIKINI KILL-The Anti-Pleasure Dissertion 7 ”EP. First release since ‘93 LP. 4 new 

songs with good production.Black Vinyl 3.50(call 212-777-5047 for preview) 

1390. BORIS THE SPRINKLER-Drugs and Masturbation B/W Yeah Yeah & Yeah Yeah No 
7” EP. Rev. Norb and crew punk out 2 new+ extended mix.Various Colors Vinyl 3.50 
7224*..SICKO-Laugh While You Can, Monkey Boy! CD. 2nd full length on Empty records. 

Pop-punk at it’s finest. Strong band/release .10.00 call 212-777-5047 for preview) 

1905*. .THE MUMMIES-Uncontrollable Urge B/W Girl You Want. 7” boot. W/ funny Sub Pop 
rip-off cover art. 2 Devo covers Great stuff..Black Vinyl 5.00 call 212-777-5047 for preview) 
5107 WESLEY WILLIS-Greatest Hits LP. 19 twisted songs from this diagnosed chronic 
schizophrenic street artist from Chicago. Wow!.Black Vinyl 8.50(4th cl) CD 10.00(1st cl.) 
2025* RAMONES SONGBOOK(as played by The Nutley Brass)-7” EP. 4 easy 
listening Ramones classics superbly done...Clear Vinyl 4.00 (call 212-777-5047 for preview) 

5106.. .THE MR T EXPERIENCE- Everybodys Entitled to Their Own Opinion LP. Classic 

long out of print record back again and kicking!.Black Vinyl 8.50 CD 10.00(1st class) 

1914.. .DESCENDANTS-I Don’t Wanna Be Bootlegged 7” boot. 3 unrel. songs and Red 

from Enjoy demos.great sound.Black Vinyl 5.00 

2022*..LUNACHICKS-C.I.L.L B/W Plugg 7”.1993 Vital Music release produced by Lenny 
Kaye(Patti Smith Group).Back in stock!.Clear Vinyl 4.00(call 212-777-5047 for preview) 

5091.. .THE RIVERDALES-S/T LP. Ex Screeching Weasel members first full length with 

giant deluxe poster.Black Vinyl 8.50(sent 4th class)CD 10.00(1st class & no poster) 

5073.. .THE VINDICTIVES-The Many Moods of the Vindictives 2xLP. Double LP compiling 

songs from many singles.Black Vinyl 10.00(sent 4th class) CD 9.50(1st class) 

5074.. .BORN AGAINST-The Rebel Sound of Shit and Failure LP. 20 obscure or out-of 

print songs incl. 1st EP.Black Vinyl 8.50(sent 4th class) CD 10.00(1st class) 

Make all checks(US orders only) or money orders out to Vital Music Mailorder or be a 
punk and send cash(well concealed). 24 hour info-line to check stock or preview 
selections with an asterisks next to the catalog number is 212-777-5047. A full catalog 
will be sent with your order. For airmail to Canada add 1.00 per item or 2.00 overseas. 

I ju3t moved my office to a new bigger space on Union Square in NYC. Thanks to all who supported Vital in the past, present and future who made this po33ible. 

E-mail catalog also available. Send request to grape@panix.com 

PO BOX 20247 NYC, NY 10021-0064 
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fcdfwP, The {UU-length oXh u w 
—Vf D.C.'S CIRCUS LUPUS 


ANTIMONY “Phantom Itch” clear vinyl LP SO.OO/CD $12.00 
double deuce records: p.o. box 515, new york city, 10150-0515 
also out now: YOUR MAJESTY, PET UFO, IACK BLACK, Ff. 
_JUST PLAIN BIG coming: TUB 




TUB “Why I Drink” clear vinyl LP $0.00/00 $12.00 
double deuce records: p.o. box 515, new york city, 10150-0515 
also out now: YOUR MAJESTY, PET UFO, JACK BLACK, Ff, JUST PLAIN BIG S 
ANTIMONY (ex-Circus Lupus) coming soon: ARMED S HAMMERED COMP (just $8!!!) 


“Tight, gnarly, post-punk, wired, jawbreaking stuff, dirty, 

T JB WHY I DP-1 HE. 

frantic and frenetic...anti-pretty rock.”—Big Takeover 














he Past and the Present, 

Noisy rock stuff going on here. Pretty good 
too, I wouldn’t be surprised if these guys 
“made it” one day in the near future. 

There’s some straight forward fast stuff, 
and some Jesus Lizard-esque off tempo 
type stuff on this record. All in all, it rocks j 
pretty damn hard I think. (MM) 

(Goldenrod Records 3770 Tansy St. San Diego CA 92121) 

5 by 9-after hours, Cassette 

Some pretty typically great Atlanta sXe HC. 
(Note: I don’t know if they are actually 
sXe.) Sounds like mid-80’s sXe HC. Sung 
vocals in front of buzzsaw HC guitars and 
a raging snare drum. Similar to Act of 
Faith or The Difference. I’m there. (MB) 

(370 Wickenberry Ln; Roswell, GA 30075) 

88 Fingers Louie-Totin 40s and Fuckin Shit 
Up, 10” 

Yowsers! This is really good. Their best 
stuff yet. Really catchy, sing-a-long melod¬ 
ic hardcore. This is actually quite incredi¬ 
ble. Not only all that, but they cover a clas¬ 
sic Gorilla Biscuits song (New Direction) 
and manage to sound EXACTLY like the 
original. SCARY! There’s also some 
weird metal song that is very 
bizarre and talks about rats or 
something. Regardless. They rule. 

Great driving music. I want to see 
these guys live really bad! (WD) 

(Rocco; POB 14781: Chicago, IL 60614) 


Finland). Some crust influence as well 
I makes this a heavy/thrashy release worth 
checking out(JE) 

^(Distortion, Box 129 401 22 Goteborg) 

Backlash-No Reason Why Not, CD 

Very competent metallic hardcore from New 
Jersey. This band has previously released a 
7” called “Once Ago” on a European label 
and it is also included on here. Good stuff, 
and some of it is even great. (DL) 

(Trip Machine P. O. Box 36 New City, NY 10956) 

Badger-Unhappy Life, 7” 

Heavily Farside influenced (Note: for me, 
this is an extremely high compliment.). 
Melodic emotional love isolated sad hard¬ 
core with a guy who can really sing his 
thoughts. This is so great I can’t express. 
Feels like reading a really great book. (MB) 
(Abridged; POB 1888; Clute.TX 77531 - 


The Boiis-Hearts of the Oppressed 

■ Horrible cover art but the music inside more 
than makes up for it. Linty vocals and raw 
but melodic melodies make up the majority 
of this four song seven inch. Not particularly 
something I’d run out and buy, but if they 
came to my town I’d definitely be excited to 
go see them.(J.Z.) 

(Creep Records, Suite 220,252 E.Market St.,West Chester, 

PA 19381) 

The Bollweevils-Heavyweight, LP 

Wow, these guys keep getting better and 
more pissed off. Really good power-pop 
with hooks that’ll have you humming along 
and just bobbing your head in general. 
Catchy, tight, fast stuff in that Dr Strange 
way, ya know? (WD) 

(Dr. Strange) 


Agent 99 - 7” 

This ska/punk band from New 
York at times reminds me of some 
late 70’s brit band like Essential 
Logic, or The Members if they had 
female vocals. It’s noisy punk with distort¬ 
ed fuzzy guitar mixed with chinka chinka 
ska guitar sounds. Above average stuff. 
Check it out. 4-songs. (MH) 

(Ara Babajian; 92 St. Marks PI #5; NY, NY 10009) 

Atomvinter- s/t, CD 

Good dark hardcore punk with a tad of 
metal influencing. This is European, but I 
can’t figure out what country (possibly 


This issue—as always—testosterone city! Enjoy the 
reviews, folks. 

Eric Action (EA), Matt Berland (MB), Darren Cahr 
(DC), Bob Conrad (BC),Will Dandy (WD),Jon 
Entropy (JE), Greg Gartland (GG), Aaron Gemmill 
(AG), Mark Hanford (MH), Dave Larson (DL), Matt 
Miller (MM), Bret Van Horn (BVH),John Zero (JZ), 
Dan Sinker (DS) 



BeatnikTermites-Taste the Sand, CD 

Let me start by giving these guys some advice. 
You just don’t go around ripping off a song 
like Pipeline, change the melody, add a 
Spanish/flamenco part at the end and say 
you wrote it. That being done with, all but two 
of these songs are about girls. Tack on the 
aforementioned Pipeline rip-off and a boring 
Beach Boys-esque surf song and you have one 
waste of 25 minutes. This reminded me of 
early rock music from the 50’s played on 90’s 
instruments. One word for this... boring. (MM) 
(Black Pumpkin Records PO Box 676Totowa, NJ 07512) 

Bippy-8 song EP 

A really great lofi poppy-punk record from Ohio. 
Their lyrics are dopey and fun and their sound 
is stripped down and garagey. A good sample 
lyric-”Fuck you, fuck me, fuck everybody.” I’d 
love to see them live. This kind of DIY effort is 
really a breath of fresh air after listening to the 
glut of overly produced pop-punk that seems to 
be everywhere these days. Do I have to say it? 
Yes, I loved this record. (GG) 

(Art Ettinger; OCMR Box 723; Oberlin, OH 44074) 


Boris the Sprinkler-Eight 
Testicled Pogo Machine, LP 

Weeooo, weeeooo, sound the 
alarm boys it’s a picture disc! 
Yippee! Not only is it cool look¬ 
ing, but it’s cool sounding too! 
Kinda quirky pop punk that 
strikes me as being very 
bizarre yet remarkably cool. 
Cool, I’ll be pogoing all night 
thank you. (WD) 

(Rhetoric; POB 82; Madison.Wl 53701) 


Boris the Sprinkler-Drugs and Masturbation, 7” 

I’ve been wanting to hear this band since I 
realized that the Reverend Norb was a 
member. This is a great record... poppy, 
fun, and silly as all hell (no surprise to us 
Norb fans). Imagine one of Norb’s MRR 
columns set to music and you have a good 
portion of the a-side. The b-side is more 
Green Bay silliness, yeah, yeah! (MM) 

($3 ppd Mutant Pop Records 5010 NW Shasta Ave. 

Corvallis OR 97330) 

Brotherhood-As Thick as Blood, CD 

This isn’t really new but new to the digital 
format. Brotherhood is a very typical 1988 
straight edge, Champion (tm) hooded 
sweatshirt wearing hardcore band. It has 
been along time since a dug out any of my 
Youth of Today records. It may be better to 
find those records instead. The music is 
very eighties hardcore with that metal edge 
that destroyed the whole genre. If you love 
this kind of stuff and are itching to find 











more of it, then here ya go. I 
(Crucial Response, Kaiserfield 98,46047 Oberhausen, 
Germany) 


have a really nice sound working firmly 
within the emo mold, but without going 
completely emo-overboard (if you know 
what I mean), they can do both slow stuff 
& fast stuff, and all of it’s pretty damn 
enjoyable. A fine release! (DS) 

■(Unleaded Records PO Box 1333 Cupertino CA 95015) 


Brother Inferior- Bound and Gagged, 7” 

Hardcore punk that sounds a bit harsh, but| 
not to the point of being crust or grindcore. 
This record has an early 80’s UK punk 
influence in the riffs and vocals(you can 
understand them). Lyrics dealing with class 
oppression, prison conditions, etc., and this 
even comes with a free poster. I love this 
record and strongly recommend it.(JE) 

(Sensual Underground,404 E. 12th St.#I Tulsa,OK 74119) 

The Bouncing Souls/Buglite-Split 7” 

The Bouncing Souls kick this split off with 
a catchy little pop-punk number about 
some Quick Check girl and a kind of coun- 
tiy-sounding Oi song. Buglite has the same 
pop-punk appeal going for them with a 
couple of sad songs about out-of-reach 
love. Pretty Cool. (BVH) 

(Creep Records: Suite 220 252 E. Market St West Chester, 
PA 19381) 

Brown Lobster Tank-Static, 7” 

Goofy poppy stuff that reminds me A lot of 
Zoinks’ slower songs. Pretty catchy stuff, but 
somehow they just don’t quite kick ass. 
There’s something missing, a don’t know 
what, but they just don’t floor me. Cool stuff 
though, I’m sure they’re neat live. (WD) 

(Dr. Strange) 

Bubblegum Crash-7” 

Bubblegum Crash plays very garage-rock 
oriented music while all the while managing 
to rip off the intro to a Kiss song and cover 
“A Hard Days Night” by The Beatles—a feat 
that should really be admirable but just isn’t 
pleasing to hear. Sorry, not into it. (BVH) 

(PO Box 874 Lindehurst, NY 11757-0874) 


The Campus Tramps-Power Pop Pauline” 
|c/w “We’re on the Air”, 7” 

A decent release on the stupidest format 
ever devised, the one sided 7”. Couldn’t they 
just throw on another song? If they didn’t 
have one, they should have waited until 
they did. Regardless, the Tramps give us a 
couple of strong sing-a-long tracks in a pop- 
punk range that has almost as much pop 
as punk. Pretty cool vocals too. (GG) 

(Potential Ashtray 110 Oxdord Rd.; High Wycombe Bucks, 
HP 11 2DN) 

Cars Get Crushed-Drag Explosive, LP 

The beautiful silver ink used on the cover of 
this LP definitely deserves some mention, so 
there it is. The insert lets you know pretty 
quickly that what lays ahead is all pretty 
pretentious stuff, and it is. However, it’s 
pretty good pretentious stuff, sounding like 
a good mix of Unwound & the Nation Of 
Ulysses, unfortunately, the singers voice 
leaves a little to be desired. (DS) 

(Deluxe PO Box 14205 Berkeley CA 94712) 

Catch 23/Not Funny Anymore, split 7” 

Only one song from each band, which is so 
disappointing. Catch 23 offers some almost 
industrial sounding (maybe ‘cos they have 
a drum machine?) pop which is pretty bland 
to me... NFA is more of the same but slightly 
indie rockish. The covers are hand decorated 
with magic marker, crayon, baby pictures 
and whatever else the guys could find. I won¬ 
der why only 300 were pressed, seems hard 
to make your money back that way. (MM) 
(Jigsaw Laboratories do Gavin Mac Neil 2344 Rothesay Rd 
Saint John NB E2H 2K5 Canada) 


he Crusties- Don't You Think 

Don’t make the mistake I did and expect 
this to be crustcore. This is old school LA 
type skatepunk. Catchy and mid-tempo 
with cheesy leads. I find this band really 
annoying for some reason.(JE) 

(Beer City Records, PO Box 26035 Milwaukee,Wl 53226) 
(Rhetoric Records. PO Box 82 Madison,Wl 53701) 

Dancing Cigarettes-The School of Secret 
Music, CD 

Utter crap. I realize that PP has the general 
review policy (we’ll review anything 
because we aren’t even sure what punk 
sounds like) but I can guarantee you that 
the Dancing Cigarettes are most definitely 
not punk. A drippy, loungey mess that tor¬ 
mented me every second of the way. It 
appears that the band is now defunct. I 
feel this to be the only positive way to end 
the review. (GG) 

(OR Records P.O. Box 30310; Indianapolis, IN 46220) 

Dancing French Liberals of *48-Powerline, LP 

Veiy old school poppy feeling. It’s really weird 
but I think that a lot of the songs could be 
described as, “If the Offspring all of a sudden 
started kicking MAJOR ass then they would 
sound like this.” Nothing new here, just really 
good, old fashioned punk rock. (WD) 

(Broken Rekids; POB 460402; San Francisco, CA 94146) 

Das Klown- Laughing Stalk, CD 

Metally punk that is ok, but doesn’t excite 
me too much. This kinda annoys me, and 
has bad lead guitar crap and generic com¬ 
mercial metal written all over the sound. (JE) 
(Posh Boy Music, PO Box 4474 Palm Desert, CA 92261) 


Buttsteak - Rock Single, 7” 

Manic music, with distorted psychotic 
vocals. There are some slower melodic 
parts, some pounding drums, and some 
interesting male and female vocal parts. 
Reference Sonic Youth mixed with Jesus 
Lizard to get a feel for this band. The last 
song is silly, about a man with 3 cocks. On 
white vinyl. (MH) 

(Go Kart; PO Box 20; Prince St. Station; NY, NY 10012 

Calm-s/t, 12” EP 

12” eps are a relatively new thing in 
punkdom. The jury’s still out on the for¬ 
mat, but I kinda like it. It really give a 
band a lot of room to stretch out & work 
with a few songs, as Calm does here. They 


Childress-Two Fisted Dongus, 7” 

Give Big Black acoustic guitars and take 
away Mr. Albini, replacing him with a piss 
poor imitator, and you get Childress. These 
guys must worship Steve Albini. Too bad 
they’re not near as good... the song writing 
just ain’t the same. (MM) 

(Star Crunch PO Box 9152 Coral Gables FL 33124) 

The Connie Dungs/Tugboat-split 7” 

Tugboat plays fast, quirky, pop punk and 
they do it pretty well too. The Connie 
Dungs are more straight forward with a 
gruff and almost angry sounding vocalist. 
Almost reminds me of Grimple... except for 
the Ramones-like ballad at the end. (MM) 
(Smalltown Kids Records PO Box 292 Lexington KY 40584) 


Dawnbreed- Amoklaufgefuhl, 7” 

I assume this band is German. Really 
grindy metally crust with extremely low 
talking/screaming vocals. This is really 
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slow, and occasionally hits mid tempo. The 
singer sounds like he’s about to explode. 
Grind like only the Europeans do it.(JE) 
(Beyondrec.,Thersten fuchshuber ostpreubenstrasse 9 d- 
73 072 densdorf) 

DC Moon and Red Giant-The Meteor 
Titanic, CD 

Ho boy. Some punk rock from down here in 
Alabama. This is kinda old school metal influ¬ 
enced punk. Some of it is kinda generic, but I 
tend to like this record. The title track is a 
pretty cool song, but some of the solos are 
really cheesy and boring. Its a mixed bag, but 
id say get it if you like this kind of stufflJE) 
(Boiled Hippo Records, 2632 Woodland Terrace 
Tuscaloosa, AL 35404) 

Deep Root-freeflow, 7” 

Wow! Just as I was getting to the last records 
of a fairly uninspiring pile of reviews, I stum¬ 
ble upon Deep Root! This is a really cool 
record, with wonderful double vocals, and a 
great light-yet-hard sound that I can’t quite 
put my finger on. It’s jangly, and yet the best 
is driving enough to firmly anchor the rest 
from seemingly floating away. Very good boys, 
next time thoughput in a lyric sheet! (DS) 
(Decoder Ring Records 3628 Park St. Suite 33 Jacksonville 
FL 32205) 

The Delta’72-s/t,7” 

Finally, something I love. One of the best 
records I’ve listened to in a while. A friend 
told me they’re insane live too. Kim T’s 
morbid boast “I’m off to better things you 
pathetic squares" holds true in this new 
band. It’s crazy dance,live!,live! music with 
harmonica and slide guitar and a sugary 
rhythm that’s just like death revealing 
some profound vision and spitting it on 
your toes.(J.Z.) 

(Kill Rock Stars, 120 NE State Sl# 4I8, Olympia WA 98501) 
(Dischord, 3819 Beecher St.N.W.D.C. 20007.) 

Dickfinger/ Naked violence, Split 7” 

Both of these bands play pretty standard 
punk/hardcore. They both remind me a lot 





of Submachine, which is certainly a good 
thing. This is pretty fun stuff, but nothing § 
spectacular. (AG) 

l(Rainforest Records 8855SW Holly Ln #110 Wilsonville, 

OR 97070 USA) 

Dick Justice-Rock, 7” 

The cover is excellent, a picture of Rocky 
with Gene, Paul, and Ace, from the cover of 
Kiss’s Rock and Roll Over, over his face! I 
wish the music was as good as the cover. 

It’s not bad, but it is generic rock, similar 
to the one Mono Men album I have, but a 
little faster. Also reminds me of Soul 
Asylum in their younger days. It’s kinda 
disappointing to only get two songs, 
though. I wish there were more. (MM) 

(Ten-Spot Records 602 Lake St. Evanston III 60202) 

Dirty Three-s/t, CD 

An Australian trio with connections to Nick 
Cave, they have that same twisted roots feel, 
bolstered by a psychotic violinist and some 
blues guitar work. I don’t know that I can 
effectively compare this stuff to anyone else 
— it’s sort of what would happen if a country 
band that had a predilection for blues started 
taking heroin on a regular basis. It can be 
pretty boring at times, and then it makes 
inoffensive background music. It can also be 
fairly effective as torch music without a 
singer. I’m not too crazy about it myself, but 
there Eire some of you (the people who start 
to cry when Nick Cave sings the 14 minute 
long version of “The Mercy Seat,” for 
instance) who’d probably get into this. (DC) 

(Touch and Go Records) 

Dissolve-7” 

Two songs here - “Sandblaster" and 
“Gabriel’s Wrench”. I started out thinking 
that this would be sort of evil like Mayday 
or Integrity but it turns out that it’s more 
like hardcore kids trying to do the Rage 
Against The Machine thing, but more 
metal. Well, they don’t do a bad job of it. 

Not readly my kind of thing, but the lyrics 
are pretty cool. (DL) 

(Endless Fight Records P. O. Box 1083 Old Saybrook, CT 

06475-5083) 

Down-Solid State, 7” 

Side A, Don’t Dig the new Breed starts. 

The guitar is scratchy and the bass 
thumps along with some great songs but 
in a minute it is over. Side B, Solid State 
kicks in and it is over too fast as well 
(about a minute). This is punk rock. Great 
songs msike you want to actually get of 


•utt and pick lip the needle aind lis¬ 
ten to it again. This Down single does just 
that. This is the third single from this 
band, this time finally with the new 
rhythm section. Unlike previous dull cover 
art, this time you get a big electrical board 
| glued to the front. This makes it hard to fit 
in your 7” box put its nice to see some 
thought into packaging these days. Leaves 
you wanting more, like it should. (EA) 
(Bonehead Rex, 227 S. Foster, Lansing, Ml 48912) 

The Dropouts-The Primitive R&B Sound of, 7” 

Primitive R&B my ass! This isn’t primitive 
at all, this is full on crazy R&B played real¬ 
ly well & totally entertainingly. This is defi¬ 
nitely a delta-blues influenced vain of R&B, 
with a shuffle beat & harmonica blaring! 
This is a brilliant release! (DS) 

(Unclean Records PO Box 49737 Austin TX 78765) 

Dystopia/Suffering Luna- split 7” 

This is smother Pessimiser zine/ 

Theologian Records release, which basical¬ 
ly tells you the music. Dystopia is grindy 
slow to mid tempo sludgepunk with harsh 
dual(?) vocals that sound really good. 
Suffering Luna is noisy/tribal stuff with 
voice overs that finally hits into sludgecore 
with lots of noise and doomy guitar. Both 
bands are good at what they do, making 
this a good release(JE) 

(Pessimiser, PO Box 4452 Inglewood, CA 90309) 

Ed Hall-La La Land, CD 

I am not very qualified to review this 
because it is ailmost nothing like what I lis¬ 
ten to. The liner notes say that they are 
partly inspired by D. Boon, so you other 
fans might want to check this bEind out. 
They are from Austin, TX, and maybe they 
sound a little like what a male 7 Year Bitch 
would sound like - except weirder. (DL) 
(Trance Syndicate P. O. Box 49771 Austin, TX 78789) 

Endeavorx..of equality 

This is really cool. The songs go from 
moshy, sorta-kinda-me tally to fast n’ 
crusty (the way I like it. One of the ways 
anyway). Really good hardcore type stuff. 
My favorite part is when the singer is 
shrieking over just the drums and a start 
stop bass line. Gotta love it. (AG) 

($3 Happy Days Records/ PO. Box 4315/ Highland Park, 

Nj 08904-4315) 

Endpoint-The Last Record, CD EP 

' Fairly uninspiring guitar driven rock with 
vocals that sound so much like Guy 
Picciotto it’s uncanny. I guess big FUGAZI 
fans may want to check it out, but it’s not 
for me. (GG) 

(Doghouse Records P.O. Box 8946;Toledo Ohio 43623) 









The Ex-Pokkeherrie, CD 

Old album (1985) by old punk Dutch anar¬ 
chists (first album was in 1980) re-released 
on CD. This is a collection of highly rhyth¬ 
mic Fall type obnoxiousness with a strong, 
intellectual. Crass-like political bent. An 
important album from an earlier time. (DC) 
(Ralbor Mailorder, RO. Box 14767, 1001 LG Amsterdam, 
Holland.) 

The Ex - Dignity of Labour; CD 

Political industrial noise rhythmic pound¬ 
ing that is sure to give you a headache 
after awhile. I love it. This was originally 
released on four 7”s in 1983. Like all stuff 
by The Ex, it comes with excellent packag¬ 
ing. It is in a 5” tape box, and includes a 
poster/lyric sheet, and a booklet dealing 
with the oppression of a group of factory 
workers. My only gripe is the lack of a 
track listing. If you are a fan of non-dance 
industrial, pick this up. (MH) 

(The Ex; PO Box 635; 1000 AP Amsterdam; Holland HFL. 25) 

Excuse 17- Such Friends are Dangerous, LP 

Fairly rote lo-fi rock with a poppy edge. As 
much as I don’t want to, I have to admit that 
this is catchy... but not groundbreaking. (DS) 
(Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State Ave #418 Olympia WA 98501) 


sound quality is terrible too, and not in 
any good way. At least the artwork is inter¬ 
esting. And the included booklet of a 
dumpstered diary (by an anonymous lone¬ 
ly, depressed guy named “T.D.”) is the 
most worthwhile part of this LP. (BC) 

(100% Breakfast! Records, PO Box 381804, Cambridge, 

MA 02238) 

Ff-Lady Shoe, CD 

Very Fluf-sounding. The lead singer sings 
melodically, the band plays punk rock, not 
too fast, but it pounds it into your skull. 

It’s not bad at all. Definitely close to 
Olivelawn or Fluf. (MB) 

(Double Deuce; POB 515; NYC, NY 10159-0515) 


2anny Frankel-Jupiter Now!,7 

I guess this guy is regarded as a good 
drummer or something, at least that’s 
what I gathered after reading the inside. 
There’s an annoying/amusing little card 
inside explaining how ol Danny isn’t a 
Hollywood goon (the simple fact that he 
has to disprove this makes me Suspicious). 
Most of this EP is completely uninterest¬ 
ing, mainly uncreative bongos etc. 

However, I really dug the song “voodoo 
shuffle” on the first side. It starts all 
twangy and slow and then shoots off into a 
bad brain’s type mad beat. So, overall, it’s 
not too horrible, it’s not too 
wonderful. (J.Z.) 

(W.I.N. Records, P.O.Box 26811.LA.CA 90026-0811) 


The Fighters-Motorman, 7” 

Hardcore pop from Chicago. Three solid, 
fast, loud, short tunes with good production. 
Reminds me of the Bollweevils. Good. (BC) 
(Rocco Records, PO Box 14781. Chicago, IL 60614-0781) 

Flagman-Tone, 7” 

The cover has white “LCD” style letters on 
a blue field. As you can imagine, I was 
frightened by this techno styled minimalist 
packaging. I was relieved to find out that 
this is, in fact emo-drenched hardcore type 
stuff. It’s actually very good. It sounds like 
a moshier Unwound crossed with Hoover 
crossed with Undertow. I apologize for that 
Dandyism. Basically, if you like any of 
those bands (especially Undertow) you will 
like this. The second side sounds like all of 
the above mentioned bands plus Zygote, 
which makes for a very original sound, but 
it doesn’t work quite as well as the first 
side. Still Good. I’m IMPRESSED! Oh yes I 
am. I like this 7” a bunch. (AG) 

(Low Orbit 9 La Baia Ln, Loveladies, NJ 08008) 


Frumpies-Tommy Slich, 7” 

Sort of a cross between that rocking garage 
music that’s all the rage and the Spinanes. 
Female monotone (but in a good way) fronting 
a garage band. However, they do have occa¬ 
sional lapses into pure rocking out garage 
punk. I could listen to this for hours. (MB) 
(Lookout; POB 11374; Berkeley, CA 94712) 

Gals Panic - I Think We Need Helicopters, CD 

Goofy ska-core, at times becoming too goofy 
for it’s own good. There are some excellent 
ska/reggae/punk songs on here, and there 
are some that are just kinda dumb. The final 
track is two of the members screwing 
around doing a bunch of songs on a 4-track, 
which sound more like Ween tunes than 
Gals Panic. It is okay, and what the heck, 
there was room on the CD. This has a few 
weak tracks, but overall the good songs 
(especially “Cosmonaut” and “Mummy 
Cops”) outweigh the bad. It’s a keeper. (MH) 
(Gals Panic; PO Box 8717; Austin TX 78713) 


Eyehategod-Ruptured Heart Theory, 7” 

Sluuuuuuudgy! Deathy. EMI. These guys are 
by far the best sludge-core band I have ever 
heard, they actually have stuff that happens 
musically in their songs and all that jazz. It 
still doesn’t thrill me, but if you like this 
genre then this will knock you out. (WD) 
(Bovine; PO BOX 2134; Madison, Wl 53701) 

Falling Down, 3 song 7” 

Chugga’-Chugga’ hardcore from 
Wilmington, NC. Did I say Chugga’? Just 
checking, ‘cause I don’t think I’m supposed 
to miss that part. This is pretty good stuff, 
sounds like Integrity. In all honesty it 
could have been recorded better. Oh well. 

It says, “It’s all fun and games until some¬ 
one dies and goes to hell.” on the label. 
That rules. (DL) 

(Even The Score R O. Box 210231 Columbia, SC 29221) 

Fat Day, LP 

Noisy, unintelligible hardcore with point¬ 
less filler samples between the songs. The 


Floor- Madonna, 7” 

Sludgy, grindy, noisy punk from Florida. 
This release is on Bovine Records if that 
can help tell you anything. Very reminis¬ 
cent of Toadliquor, Eyehategod, 13, and 
other sludge bands. Extremely slow and 
brutal with very dark sounding guitar and 
bass. Good stuff!JE) 

(bovine. PO box 2134 Madison,Wl 53701) 

Forty-Lightswitch, 7” 

As I was sitting to write this review, I put 
the record on & promptly forgot about it, 
which is more telling than any review 
could try to do. This is fairly rote emocore, 
but with a few interesting tempo changes 
& quiet parts. It’s not terrible, but it’s not 
great. The kinda thing that just fades into 
the background. However, the sea-green 
vinyl is a big plus. (DS) 

(Big Top Records 955 Massachusetts Ave. Sute 115 
Cambridge MA 02139) 


Garden Variety/Hellno-split 7” 

Somehow I’ve never liked Garden Variety, I 
saw ‘em live, I heard their songs. They 
always seemed to be lacking that one certain 
punch to me. This however ROCKS! Way to 
go guys. Noisy pop that reminds me of early 
Samiam. Very cool. Hellno, however, I do not 
like. Noisy, emo, artsy type stuff. Not my fla¬ 
vor of Jello. GV rules though! (WD) 

(Reservoir; POB 790366; Middle Village, NY 11379-0366) 
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5!ants Chair- Red and Clear, 

Fuck. This is absolutely the best thing I 
got for review this issue. This is an incredi¬ 
ble release. Giant’s Chair is playing a really 
original sound that’s sort of a mix between 
hardcore, unwound, and... I dunno how to 
describe it really. The production on this 
record is immaculate, which really brings 
out the individual notes & beats (this has 
one of the best snare sounds I’ve ever head 
by the way). The best thing about this record 
though is the way they have two singers 
singing the exact same thing, and the vocal 
doubling is incredible, it ads an incredible 
layer to the whole thing. Bravo kids! (DS) 
(Caulfield Records 5701 Randolph Lincoln. NE 68510) 

Glu Gun-Just Glu It!, CD 

Very old school punk. They even play 
“Bloodstains.” Early 80's Orange County HC. 
Except it’s new. You know, it’s from Southern 
CA. They’re good at what they do, but I just 
can’t really get into it, personally. (MB) 

(Posh Boy; POB 4474; Palm Desert, CA) 

Grade-And Such Is Progress, LP 

The first time I laid eyes on this record I 
became instantly jealous. What an absolute¬ 
ly beautiful layout! So I opened it and read 
the lyrics and they were very well written 
and interesting. So I thought, “What are the 
chances of this music just kicking my ass?” 
The chances were very good. It’s like new 
style/Gravity Emo-core but with melody 
and some nice quiet parts, and even some 
cool singing parts. Every song rules. 
Everything about this record is good. Add 
Grade to the list of things about Canada 
that Eire better than the U.S. - They’ll go 
right up there by Sparkmarker. (DL) 

(Capsule Records P.O. Box 970922 Ypsilanti, Ml 48197) 



jiGreyhouse/Dahiia Seed- split 7” 

Get back!! Dahlia Seed fucking blows me 
away on this split. The anger & bitterness 
flowing off of the singer’s lips is real, and 
the band follows up with music to match. 

“I won’t play dead for you” Fuck yeah!! 

After the filth & the fury of the Dahlia Seed 
side, the Greyhouse side just seems a bit 
forced, overproduced, & boring. (DS) 
(Troubleman Unlimited 16 Willow St. Bayonne N] 07002) 

Grief/16- split 7” 

Another Pessimiser/Theologian release. 

Grief is really sludgy grind punk with 
metal influence. It gets pretty close to 
death metal at times, but is pretty good. 16 
has the better side with slow grind punk, 
but a little bit faster then Grief. Very 
doomy/dark sounding stuff that you’d 
expect from Pessimiser. (JE) 

(Theologian, 200 Pier Ave. #2 Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) 

H-1 OOs-s/t, 7” 

The recording of this is horrible, but the 
music itself...SMOKES! Whoa, great hard¬ 
core here. They’re intense from the begin¬ 
ning to the end and just kick booty. 

Straight forward punk rock hardcore. 

There’s no other way to describe it. Fast, 
cool, good. (WD) 

(Blooddot; PO Box 561; Brunswick. OH 44212) 

Hard Fast and Loud-Fix CD 

Well, I’m sure that a lot of the solos they do 
are hard to play. The music definitely has 
some higher speeds to it and if I were to turn 
up my stereo to eleven, this would, in fact, be 
really loud. Well, at least the name is descrip¬ 
tive. Southern California anyone? (BVH) 

(Lethal Records: PO Box 14868 Long Beach, CA 90803) 

Horace Pinker^s/t, 7” 

Ah, so these guys venture away from their 
“We-sure-wish-we-were-Samiam” days and 
have come out winners. Three quite rock¬ 
ing tunes to dance to are here on this 
record. They still have that Samiam influ¬ 
ence to give you an idea of their sound, 
but now they’re faster, less melodic and 
more pissed off. AMEN! Rock n roll man, 
rock and fuckin’ roll. (WD) 

(Fat Wreck Chords) 

Impact Unit-Boston Hardcore, CD 

Old HC from 1983 released on CD. Nothing 
really all that special or crucial. 6 very 


[inquisition-ideas Are Bulletproof, 7” 

This looks like it will be some crusty anar¬ 
chy thing, but then you put it on and real¬ 
ize that it is some awesome Monsula- 
sounding gem. And the more you listen to 
it the more you realize that this is the kind 
of record you only find once or twice a 
year. The kind you tape so that you don’t 
wear it out. And you want this band to 
come play your town so bad, and you con¬ 
sider going to their town just to see them. 
Roadtrip material. Find a copy of this 
record at all costs. (DL) 

(SoundHole Records P.O. Box 36513 Richmond.VA 23235) 

Into Another-Poison Fingers/To Be 
Free/Herbivore, CD single 

Ok, look, here’s the deal: I don’t like Into 
Another. Sorry, I think it sounds like bad 
glam rock. However, lots and lots of people 
in the scene seem to think they’re good for 
some reason, so I’m willing to look at this 
as just my own personal glitch. Since I 
don’t listen to them I can’t tell you how 
this compares to their other stuff. I do 
think that it is very cool that 100% of the 
profits from this will be donated to 
P.E.T.A., and I did like some of the lyrics 
because they are actually about something 
that matters. “You don’t approve of my 
lifestyle? Well your deathstyle destroys the 
world you’re standing on. I think you know 
you’re wrong.” Cool. (DL) 

(Revelation Records P.O. Box 5232 Huntington Beach, CA 
92615-5232) 

J Church-Ivy League College, 7” 

After being disappointed by the Jade Tree 
Records J Church release, I wasn’t sure 
how to approach this. Well, I’m glad to say 
it’s as brilliant as other J Church releases, 
in fact, its one of the best J Church releas¬ 
es in a while, ranking up there with Bomb 
or Tide of Fate. As if that wasn’t enough, 
there’s wonderful take off of a Stiff Records 
label, as well as the reproduction of the 
sheet music for Elvis Costello’s “welcome to 
my working week” on the inside of the 
cover, AND a Nick Lowe cover!! (DS) 

(Broken Rekids PO Box 460402 San Fransisco CA 94146) 

Jimmy Eat World-s/t,CD 

It kinda grows on you the more you listen 
to it. Sounds reminiscent of Superchunk, 
actually very similar. Twisting melodies, 
catchy beats, sounds good to me.(J.Z.) 
(Wooden Blue Records, P.O.Box I l47,Tempe,AZ 
85281-1147) 








in a material world, 7” 

Angry, sloppy, great, sad perfect pop punk. 
Heavy Crimpshrine influence. Gruff vocals, 
full-on guitars, and singalong pop chorus¬ 
es. Use Ground Round for a reference 
point. They get across exactly what they 
are attempting. Very well done. (MB) 

(Second Guess; POB 9381; Reno, NV 89507) 

Judge Nothing-I'm A Big Girl Now, Cd 

This is just all over the place. One song 
sounds like some bad grungy Alice In 
Chains thing and the next sounds like 
decent pop-punk, and then it gets all 
heavy for a song or two. I don’t know about 
this. Some of it is really good. I guess it’s 
just “alternative rock”. Whatever. (DL) 

(Thick Records 1013 W. Webster #7 Chicago, IL 60614) 

June of 44-Engine Takes To The Water, CD 

Reminiscent of Slint, Rodan, Bastro and 
Bitch Magnet (in that order) this album is 
spare, delicate, loud, irritating and power¬ 
ful, sometimes in the same song. I have to 
say that the fact that this album was con¬ 
stantly reminding me of other bands didn’t 
bother me the way it often does — they 
generally pull it off, somehow. And since 
there’s no info about the band on the copy 
I got, for all I know, June of 44 could actu¬ 
ally have members of some of these bands 
in it. Regardless, they have the sort of goofy 
pretension that made Bastro endearing (and 
frustrating), and they have the dynamics 
that made Slint and Rodan riveting, and the 
soaring noise that made Bitch Magnet 
annoy the neighbors. When it works (“Have 
A Safe Trip, Dear” — an awesome 9 minute 
epic) it’s very good. When it doesn’t (“Pale 
Horse Sailor” — which sounds like a bad 
Bastro rip) it falls flat. And I swear that the 
beginning of “I get my kicks for you” is a 
morphine song. However, I gotta say that 
this was one of the more damn interesting 
pieces of aluminum spinning on my stereo 
this month. (DC) 

(Quarterstick Records PO Box 25342 Chicago IL 06025) 

Kreamy Lectric Santa-The Special magic of, CD 

Strangest CD I have ever reviewed. Kreamy 
Lectric Santa definitely has a sound of its 
own. Lots of samples, noise tirades and 
such. This wouldn’t work well except that 
between all of this there are a lot of great 
catchy songs. Female and male vocals 
backed with guitars, violins, drums, nois¬ 
es, howls, screeches, etc. Sounds nothing 
like Blatz but reminds me of what they 
would sound like if they grew up in New 
York. One fried thought it was the coolest 
thing he has heard in a long time and 
hunted for it the next day after hearing it 
at my house. (EA) 

(Starcrunch, PO Box 9152, Coral Gables, FL 33124) 



Lame-Empty," 

Ska-funk. Decent. (BC) 

|($3 ppd. to Backspin Records, c/o Tom Mason, l2800Vonn | 
■Rd. #8702, Largo, FL 34644) 

|Larvae- Demo, cass. 

More good political punk from Grand 
Rapids. This is hardcore Discharge and 
Crucifix influenced punk. In fact, it sounds J 
a LOT like Crucifix, which is a distinct 
compliment. Dual vocalists make this even 
better. Maybe I should travel to Grand 
Rapids soon.(JE) 

(659 Crescent St. Grand Rapids, Ml 49507) 


Lysergic - Plop, double 

Good melodic pop with standard 
quiet/loud/quiet/loud back and forth 
parts. 4 songs total here on two 7”s. Side C 
was fucked up on my turntable, with lots 
of dropouts. I think it was a screw-up at 
the pressing plant. Most of the songs were 
sorta Superchunk sounding, but Side D 
was more metal, but with quiet parts. It 
was the most interesting track, just 
because it was a bit different. Good record, 
but nothing terribly exciting here. (MH) 
(Decoder Ring Records; 3628 Park St; Suite #33; 
Jacksonville FI 32205) 


Levelhead/Quadiliacha, split 7° 

Levelhead’s side is leaps and bounds better 
than what I remember of their previous sin¬ 
gle. It’s in the M-Blanket/Crimpshrine vein: 
Fast, snotty, catchy punk. The production is 
rough, a la Crimpshrine, but it captures the 
essence of the band well enough. 

Quadiliacha has two equally good originals 
sounding vaguely like NOFX on speed, but 
their side is marred by poor mastering (one 
song is louder than the other two) and an 
unnecessary cover of a lame song by Positive 
Aggression (containing these brilliant lyrics: 

“I hate GBH, Black Flag, Weird Al, and D.R.I. 
cause they’re profiteers in a scene that’s r 
DIY!!!” I say: Duh.) (bobc) 

(Standfast Records, PO Box 973, Lilburn, GA 30226) 

The Living End-Between the Lines, 7” 

Hmmm... where to begin. How about list¬ 
ing some record speeds guys? Maybe even 
the songs in the correct order... sorry. Pet 
peeve of mine. The vocals, although male, 
reminded me of Tilt at times. The music is 
mid tempo punkish rock, with more 
emphasis on the rock. They seem like they 
need to prove their “punkness” (I use that 
term loosely) or something... I dunno, they 
wrote a song about stage diving saying that 
“punk rock excuses it.” Good singalong 
harmonies though. (MM) 

(Last Resort Records PO Box 2986 Covina CA 91722) 

Logical Nonsense-Soul Pollution, CD 

Finally! A new record from these guys. 
Pretty much what you’d expect, fast hard¬ 
core punk with growly vocals and some 
moshy parts. Somehow they lost their 
poopy edge though, oh well. They still are 
really cool hardcore, a bit too generic 
though. Imagine Resist without the punch 
and A LOT scarier. (WD) 

(Tee Pee; 111 E. 14th St. Suite 223 NY, NY 10003) 

Lunachicks-Jerk of All Trades, CD 

Let’s leave it at this: If you like the 
Lunachicks, then this CD is for you. Punk- 
influenced butt-rock. (BVH) 

(Go-Kart PO Box 20 Prince Street Station NY, NY 10012) 


Mainspring-s/t, 7” 

When these guys aren’t playing full on 
screamo, they’re very very good, but 
inevitably, the singer gets a bee in his bon¬ 
net and just needs to “Gaaaarrrrgh!!” and 
it’s all lost for me. (DS) 

(Dance Down PO Box 39037 Redford Ml 48239) 

The McRackins-Get Crackin!, 7” 

The a-side is the classic Surfin USA, which 
they credit Chuck Berry as the writer, but I 
think it was written by a Beach Boy. 
Anyway, I think DI did it better. This is 
good and fast though. The b-side is mid 
paced pop punk. Pretty boring actually... 
The pictures of them playing, complete 
with face paint and what looks like a Big 
Bird mask, on the back cover indicate they 
may be better live. (MM) 

(Wallabies Records 2-15-1 9F Fujimi, Chuoh-ku, Chiba 260 Japan) 

Mercury 4 F-s/t, 7” 

This is impossible sludge. Too noisy and 
sludgey for this reviewer (Aaron Gemmill, 
hallowed be his name). It was sort of enter¬ 
taining for a minute, but only because I was 
thinking, ‘Wow, I can’t distinguish vocals 
from guitars from drums from bass! How’d 
they do that?” Much like listening to Earth 
Crisis, the novelty (the novelty here being 
complete lack of clarity and interest) wears 
off, and the listener must admit defeat. This 
is bad. C’mon, a two song 33&1/3 r.p.m. 7”? 
6 minutes (per side!) of the same three notes 
(I guess you could call them that) repeated 
over and over at a ridiculously slooooooooow 











r is available from them tor only 6 bu 
postpaid. That is punk. (MH) 
l:(Shazam Records; 802 N. Silver; Olney IL 62450) 


^Mortal Outrage-jesus b/w Prisoners of the 
|Night,7” 

! Silly, but I love it. They definitely take 
themselves too seriously. It’s rock and roll 
with female vocals and a harmonica. In thej 


>nooze-core (thanks JoJ 


ie Nimrods- 


Entropy boy!]). (AG) 

(Bovine P.O.Box 2134,Madison,Wl 53701) 

Mine/Dawnbreed, split 7” 

Dawnbreed sort of reminds me of 
Rorschach. Sort of. They basically plow 
through their side with incredibly powerful 
shrieky hardcore. It’s crusty but it’s not 
fast. I think it would appeal to a pretty 
large range of hardcore fans. There is a 
free Dawnbreed patch enclosed as well. 
MINE is a bit metally for my tastes, but 
this is still pretty good. If their guitars were 
about a fifth (that’s a chord! Seven half 
steps. 7 frets lower if you’re a dumb of 
guitar playin’ fool) lower, then they’d be 
nice and heavy, just they way I like ‘em. As 
they are, the guitars sound sort of cheesey. 
Deal. The dawnbreed side is fucking 
incredible, so you must get this. (AG) 
(Common Cause Konrad-Adenauer Str 58/ 73529 
Bettringen, Germany) 

Missing Children-s/t, 7” 

Up-tempo snotty punk that reminds me of 
Grimple. They get points ‘cos the guy on 
the cover is wearing a Descendents t-shirt. 
These guys are from Jersey which gets 
them more points for not being emo, sXe 
or metal. Definitely a low budget release, 
photo-copied cover and lyric sheet... DIY as 
fuck. I say buy it. (MM) 

(Craig Records 34 Carraige Lane Englishtown NJ 07726) 

Mister Smartypants/Toucan Slam - 
Olneycore, split CD 

14 songs each from these two young 
sounding bands. Mister Smartypants play 
decent, east-bay influenced punk. Toucan 
•Slam are heavier than Mr. Smartypants, 
but have more or less the same sound. 

Both were a bit loose on this recording, but 
I bet they are fun to see live. Plus, the CD 


first song they tell this classic hard rock 
story about the death of a good kid on the 
street. It’d be fun to dance and laugh at 
these guys. No disrespect meant but it’s 
pretty silly.(J.Z.) 

(Resist 3500 W.Olive Suite 1500, Burbank, CA 91505) 

Mr.T Experience-Tapin' Up My Heart, 7” 

Wow! Catchy, poppy-punk about love and life 
that is just so wonderful it hurts! The best 
part by far is the last song which is probably 
the funniest song of the year. If you like pop- 
punk, you should stalk these guys. (WD) 

(Lookout) 

Mudwimmin-Mysteries of Inner Beauty, LP 

The Mudwimmin LP was rejected from 
MRR and I can not tell why. It is a little 
metally at times but that doesn’t mean it 
isn’t punk. It is on a very cool independent 
label and sounds a lot like dozens of other 
bands they have reviewed before. That is 
my problem with this record. As a great 
Black Flag song says, “I’ve heard it before.” 

1 suppose the MTV, Hole T-shirt kids 
would love it. That must be why it wasn’t 
reviewed. Look out college charts, here 
comes the Mudwimmin. (EA) 

(Broken Rekids, PO Box 460402, San Francisco, CA 

94146©0402) 

Mung - Vow of Poverty, CD 

This is really well done melodic punk with 
gruff vocals and heavy guitars. They are 
from Boston, and the music sounds like it. 
It reminds me of all the good stuff that 
came from that area in the early 80’s. My 
only complaint is that this CD only has 6 
songs! I want more. What’s the point of 
putting out a CD with 6 songs anyway? 
Couldn’t afford more studio time? (MH) 

(Big Rig; 454 Park Drive; Boston MA 02215) 

Mustard Plug - Beer Song b/w Pickpocket 

Man, 7” 

2 songs here, on gold wax. Upbeat ska 
with a heavy duty horn section and some 
punk influence. Good musicians, decent 
songs. This would be a good record for a 
party mix tape. The scary thing is, I can 
see these guys being really popular with 
the frat crowd. (MH) 

(Dashiki Clout; PO Box 1440; Grand Rapids Ml 49501) 


Can Sit on a Tack, CD 

Yet another awesome as all get out Ohio 
band. This is punk in the Chicago style- a 
la the Vindictives and Screeching Weasel. 
The songs are exceedingly catchy and have 
that snotty vocal and guitar crunch you’ve 
come to expect. I heard “You Irritate me” 

(the chorus to the first track) over and over 
again in my head after just one listen. This 
is the proverbial poop. (GG) 

(Runt Records viale e. duse 16/a; 50137 Firenze; Italy) 

Not My Son- American Devil, 7’* 

This is pretty good punk rock. This isn’t 
terribly original, but this is punk rock, so 
having a fresh sound isn’t necessary to sell 
records. This is certainly a lot better than 
most bands of this over extended genre. I 
like it, and I’ll just say that it’s very good 
punk rock. The lyrics are also a lot better 
than most groups that play music like 
this.... pretty good. (AG) 

(Atomic Sound PO. Box 2112 Denton TX 7602-2112) 

Not Rebecca-Twin City Obituary, CD 

With Not Rebecca you get some rough- 
around-the-edges lotsa power-pop, a little 
punk and a tiny bit of detracting 
alternarock stuff. Classic examples of their 
highs are “Left Unsaid,” “Spent” and 
“Words to Say,” where they save up the 
hooks for the chorus and grab you with 
their catchy harmonies just the way I like 
it. If they could only cleanse themselves of 
some minor forays into the world of com¬ 
mercial music (“Aerial,” and “Unattended”) 
these guys could very well become one of 
my favorite bands. (BVH) 

(Johan’s Face: PO Box 479-164 Chicago, IL 60647) 

Nothing Rhymes With Orange, 7” 

Since it said 33 or 45 rpm, I listed to this at 
both. Guess what? It sucked either way. No, 
really. Dull attempts at humor from what is 
probably a college bar band (with an alter- 
na-acoustic sound) trying to be cute and 
meaninglessly “hip” and falling flat on its 
ass in the process. I can only guess this is 
purposefully a waste of vinyl. (BC) 

'(Goldenrod, 3770 Tansy St., San Diego, CA 92121) 

Nutley Brass-Ramones Songbook, 7” 

This is a lounge band that covers Ramones 
songs. Weird. What can I say? These are 
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played very well, with Kamones chords am 
vocal melodies being the basis of the songs. 
The real kicker is, of course, the cool bells 
and horn fill that make this really just 
funny as shit. If I hadn’t heard the Ramones 
before, I wouldn’t have known that these 
weren’t lounge standards. Even though this 
is quite possibly the funniest record I’ve 
ever heard (aside from the Melts “Crusser” 
7”, but they weren’t being funny on pur¬ 
pose.) I think it would’ve been funnier had 
there been Tom Jones or Frank Sinatra 
styled vocals. Damn funny. Hope to see 
more goofy shit like this, but only covering 
Ramones (or Black Sabbath, that would be 
cool) songs. Great! Nutley Brass rule! (AG) 

(Vital Music Records P.O. Box 20247 NYC. NY 10021) 

Opium Taylor-Boy-White City, CD 

Living in Lincoln, Nebraska has clearly 
pissed these guys off to no end. Great 
music, amusingly overwrought vocals. 
Occasionally, it sounds like the lead singer 
of Iron Maiden sitting in with Shellac. But 
the music (which is quite excellent) more 
than makes up for the ridiculous vocaliz¬ 
ing. The guy is a living example of the 
effect of caffeine. Good tunes (except for 
“September 25th” which proves that Alex 
Chilton is the only person who should ever 
sing songs like that) good name, and a 
promising disc. (DC) 

(Caulfield reocrds, P.O. Box 84323, Lincoln NE 68501) 


jPeetanks-Picnic With Your Mom, CD 

This sounds like it should have come out in 
the early to mid 80s. It’s snotty and young 
sounding punk that’s sorta’ on the way to 
being poppy. There’s a little bit of a ska influ¬ 
ence in there too. Good, but not crucial. (DL) 
(Sneezeguard 309 Annapolis St. Annapolis, MD 21401) 

Peligro - Peligro, CD 

A lot of people are gonna hate this, think¬ 
ing it is too rock and roll — I really like it a 
lot. Peligro, is of course, DH Peligro, ex- 
Dead Kennedys. There is a lot of fast punk 
stuff on here, as well as more rockin’ stuff 
that reminds me of later Black Flag. He 
delves into funk a little bit on this CD too, 
and those are the songs that bite. The 
cover version of King of the Road is pretty 
good, and he covers the song Hellnation, 
which he originally wrote for the DKs 
Frankenchrist album. (MH) 

(Alternative Tentacles; PO Box 419092; SF CA 94141 

Pennywise-AboutTime, LP 

They’ve lost their roughness, but they 
haven’t lost their toughness. A bit slowed 
down and a lot more produced these guys 
come back with more melodic hardcore that 
half the world will say sounds exactly like 
Bad Religion and I’ll argue with all of them 
that they’re a lot different. Not as good as 
their last album, but still killer. (WD) 

(Epitaph) 


he P •lan-Yo Me DesvTsto,^ 

This sounds like that generic pop punk 
stuff like Crimpshrine or early Green Day 
(maybe) that seems to be running ram¬ 
pant nowadays. Not bad, but not very 
exciting either. (MM) 

|(Hair Hurt Records PO Box 201 Redmond,WA 98073) 

Portastatic-Slow Note From a Sinking Ship, CD 

Dreamy indie pop by Mac from 
Superchunk. It sounds like an amalgam of 
Superchunk’s slower parts and a folkie sit¬ 
ting on the street dreaming about when it 
wasn’t cold and grey. And that’s a very 
good thing. This is a poetic release. It’s 
something to listen to when you’re driving 
to meet your hick relatives in the country. 
It’s amazing. (MB) 

(Merge) 

Pounded Clown, 7” 

Pounded Clown could be a decent band 
except for the embarrassingly crummy vocal¬ 
ist. Imagine grating, high-pitched snottiness 
that is no fun to listen to, like a hyperactive 
child suffering low blood-sugar and making 
it your problem. Musically this isn’t so bad. 

It could easily be compared to The Dickies, 
with the addition of horns, banjo, etc., but it 
doesn’t save Pounded Clown enough. Overall 
this pretty awful. (BC) 

(Last Resort Records, PO Box 2986, Covina, CA 91722) 

Punky Rocket-Kickin’ Ass Portland Style, 7” 

Handmade, spray-painted cover that does¬ 
n’t look bad (cool) but comes off onto your 
fingers (suck). Rough punk from Portland 
with some semblance of catchiness. Could 
be better, but they broke up so it doesn’t 
really matter. (BC) 

(Campground Records, PO Box 15072, San Diego, CA 92175) 


The Padded Cell-That Punk Next Door, 7” 

This is good ‘77 style punk rock. They wear sun¬ 
glasses and have greasy hair. They 
sound,...uh...77. They have a good rockin sound 
like Stiff Little Fingers or Blanks 77 (yeah I 
know, Blanks are just 77 nostalgia freaks too). 
Good Fun, nothing new. If you like 77 style 
punk, then you know what to do....(AG) 

(Dead Beat po box 283 Los Angeles, CA 90078) 

Parafanalia-Alien Chain Smoker,Tape 

Let’s just say that I initially thought the title 
read “Alice in Chains Smoker.” Trust me, that 
would have been much better. Weak. (BVH) 
(1015 97th Sl Niagra Falls, NY 14034) 

Parasites/Beatnik Termites-split 7” 

The Parasites never stop rocking in their 
charged up Beatles feel. More love songs 
that make you sad, basically they’re 
incredible. Beatnik Termites turn out a 
pretty poppy, fairly snotty, extremely short, 
song that has you singing along before you 


Plainfield/Ted Bundy’s Vo I kswagon, Split CD 

Plainfield (songs 1,3 and 5) is your basic ran¬ 
dom noisy fucked up band that really wishes 
they were the kind of tasteless, inbred fucks 
that they pretend to be (check out early 
Killdozer or Mule for much better examples) 
“Throw Pillow” (song about taking people’s 
skin) is “Ed Gein,” while “Little Man-N-Da- 
Boat” (song about drunk guy eating out anony¬ 
mous woman) is just “Space - 2000.” And 
“Trailer Park" is so stupid that it isn’t even 
funny in a stupid way. Making fun of hillbilfys 
— Oh, how difficult! How original! Musically 
dull. Ted Bundy’s Volkswagon are your basic 
noise rock band with some guy screaming, and 
though I like that kind of stuff, this is a fairfy 
generic (and boring) example. They’re probably 
better live (and they do have a great name) but 
I was fairly unimpressed. Moreover, you have 
to program the CD each time to miss the 
Plainfield songs. (DC) 

(Smelly RecordsA/Vrocklage Wreckords, P.O. Box 16191, 

San Francisco, CA 94116) 


Puritans/Breadmakers-split 7” 

I am not too sure if this is really two 
bands. Both sound a lot of like. Guitar dri¬ 
ven rock n roll with an organ thrown in at 
times. A decent record but as soon as it 
was done I didn’t listen to it again and 
threw on some DMZ instead. Since DMZ 
records are so hard to find get this 7” and 
open up you r musical experience to this 
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style of music. I don 1 ! 
are form Japan though the label is, if I am 
wrong it proves only once again that Island 
over there is starting to reinvent rock. (EA) 
(Wallabies Records, 2© 15©I Fujimi,Chuoh©Ku,Chiba©Shi. 
Chiba 260, Japan) 

Pussy Crush-Tormenting The Emotionally | 
Frail, CD 

I wish I had a pussy that could be f 

crushed. I’d mash that fucker every night, ^ 
with my fingers, fist(s) and maybe a couple 
of rubbery phallic aids. I wonder if the 
girl(s) in this band do(es)? There is no lyric 
sheet to clue us in as to whether this may 
be the case, but whatever.... This is decent 
garagey pop, maybe from New York. 

Nothing outstanding. Sixteen tunes end up 
dragging on past any point of interest. (BC) 
(La-Di-Da America, PO Box 202, Peter Stuy. Station, New 
York, NY 10009-9998) 

The Queers-Move Back Home, CD 

I would be surprised if someone confided 
in me they hadn’t heard the Queers. 

Heavily Ramones-influenced. Poppy punk 
with buzzsaw guitars and silly lyrics like 
“she’s a cretin.” But, hey, you can’t stop 
bopping your head and bouncing around 
the room singing into your brush. I swear 
it’s impossible. (MB) 

(Lookout; POB 11374; Berkeley, CA 94712) 

The Queers-Surf Goddess, CD ep 

I’ve heard this song before, although I 
don’t know where. Screeching Weasel 
maybe? Four versions of typical Queers 
stuff... mid tempo, three chord, melodic 
pop stuff. No surprises here. The 
Undertones cover is great! Overall, I’d say 
it’s good, but not essential. (MM) 

(Lookout Records PO Box I 1374 Berkeley CA 94712) 

Randy-Education for Unemployment, CD 

This sounds so much like NOFX it’s scary. 
They have the, guitar, the vocals, but lack 
the sense of humor (unfortunately). I will 
listen to it again, but whatever happened 
to originality? Plus, it’s a CD for only 3 
songs. That don’t make much sense. (GG) 
(Dolores Records Drottninggatan 52;4I I 07 Goteborg; Sweden) 



Registrators-3 songs, T* 

Japan can take whatever the United States j 
does and make it better. Garage, trash rock j 
at its finest, the Registrators belt out three j 
tunes I call Your Name, Teenage Heart and | 
Television Screen. A lot like Teengenerate 
except you can kinda tell what the hell they 
^ are saying. Suggested to all of you out 
there, hope you can find it. (EA) 

(Wallabies Records, 2©15© I Fujimi,Chuoh©Ku,Chiba©Shi. 
Chiba 260, Japan) 


Rhythm Collision-Too Long, 7” 

Another solid Dr. Strange release and 
exactly what you’d expect from that label- 
mid to up-tempo melodic pop punk in the 
NOFX/Face to Face vein. The a side suffers 
from bizarre and annoying tempo changes 
that would lead listeners to believe the 
song is over, but it just keeps going. The b 
sides are much stronger and more rocking, 
and are the stars of this record. Comes 
with a cool as hell sticker too. Definitely 
worth buying. (GG) 

(Dr. Strange Records P.O. Box 7000 #117; Alta Loma, CA 

91701) 

Rice-fuck you, this is RICE, CD 

This is a one joke record, but a joke car¬ 
ried out with such single minded determi¬ 
nation and thoroughness that you have to 
be impressed. Every song is a blazin’ hard¬ 
core song about, you guessed it, rice. 
“Without rice/you are nothing.” It’s like a 
bizarre Khmer Rouge hardcore rock oper^. 

I have to say, this made me laugh a lot 
more than I would have thought — and the 
quotes in the booklet are a scream. 
Proletariat revolution through rice. Who’d a 
thunk it... (DC) 

(Lookout! Records) 

Riverdales-Back to you, 7” 

Hmmm. Ben Weasel’s new band. Not very 
impressive. They can make your head bop 
up and down and have you singing along, 
but that’s just because it’s so simple and 
cheesy it’s impossible not to! They’re trying 
to sound like the Ramones, but sorry, 
they’re no where close. Rather disappoint¬ 
ing. As good ol’ Dan Sinker said, “If 
Screeching Weasel was too complicated for 
you, try the Riverdales.” (WD) 

(Lookout) 

The Rock Stars of Love-s/t, 7” 

Dark-sounding pop-rock stuff with a weak 
sex theme going through the whole thing. 
The production is pretty much muddy and 
bathing in reverb, so I can’t really tell you 
what it sounds like, other than a diary of 
the singer’s fucked-up sex life. Maybe it’s 


amusing if you know the guys in the 
band... or something. (BVH) 

|(lnsta-Noise Records. P.O. Box 894 Huntington Beach, CA 
92648-0894) 

Rye and the Coalition-teenage dance session, 7” 

While the packaging on this record is noth¬ 
ing less than fantastic, the vinyl within is 
anything but. I feel like I’ve heard all of 
this before, and done way better at that. 
This is uptempo emocore, with a few inter¬ 
esting things happening, but not enough to 
keep my interest. Next. (DS) 

(Troubleman Unlimited 16 Willow Street Bayonne NJ 07002) 

The Sally Strugglers, 7” 

Non-descript, standard punk that fails to 
do much for me. A couple of the songs 
have decent parts, and if played out just 
right they could be worthwhile; instead, 
the songs go just about nowhere. (BC) 

($3 ppd. to Smalltown Kids, PO Box 292, Lexington, KY, 
40584-0292) 

Sam Black Church-SuperChrist” CD 

Evil. This starts of sounding like White 
Zombie and then just goes down from 
there. Rock/metal with bad vocals. (DL) 
(Taang! Records 706 Pismo Ct. San Diego, CA 92109) 

Samuel-s/t, 7” 

Hot tamales! This release makes the first 
Samuel 7” seem weak (and it was anything 
but), and it does all this with just the A 
side! That side, “empty and then some” is 
one of the best songs I think I’ve ever 
heard! This is simply incredible! Once 
again, they prove that they can pop with 
the best of them, and yet still retain a 
hardcore edge. Go kids go!! (DS) 

(Art Monk Records PO Box 1105 St. College PA 
16804) 

Satan’s Pilgrims-At Home with.., CD 

Another band in the nineties kicks out the 
surf. Though I have ragged on many of 
said bands, these guys get it right. The 
first key to a surf band is a great guitarist, 
and reverb (lot of it). Meatier than the 
Ventures and more surf sounding than 
Man or Astroman?. A fan of either above 
mentioned bands should pick this up. 

- Another great release from Empty records. 
I want to know how they stole these guys 
from Estrus records. (EA) 

(Empty Records, PO Box 12034 Seattle,WA 98102) 
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ileprock-Out of Spite, 

From the heavy metal ashes of Victoria 
Manor rose the now popular punk band 
face2face. The ignorant compare 
Schleprock to them. It’s really the other 
way around: Schleprock gave face2face 
their sound. Schleprock has been around 
for quite awhile, playing something in 
between pop-punk and melodic hardcore. 
They powerfully cover the Southern 
California sound with their own hooks and 
edge. This five-song CD easily outweighs 
their Dr. Strange release last year. Getting 
better and better.... (BC) 

(Dr Strange Records, PO Box 7000-117,Alta Loma, CA 91701) 

Screeching Weasel-Kill the Musicians,CD 

Thank god, looks like they finally broke 
up.(just kidding) I never was a big fan 
though, although I loved the song they 
wrote for Born Against. So this release is 
really one of the first times I’ve had the 
chance to listen to their songs in bulk. I 
wasn’t really impressed with the songs on 
this record though, but at the same time I 
wasn’t disappointed either. It looks to me 
like some of this stuff is old but previously 
unreleased, I’m not sure though, so this 
record might be a chance for some hard¬ 
core fans to dig some old songs. I love the 
cover art, it’s one of the best things about 
this release in my opinion. I’m sure if I was 
a big fan I’d love this.(J.Z.) 

(Lookout. RO.Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94712) 

Screw 32-Unresolved Childhood Issues, CD 

I heard reviews calling this raging hardcore, 
or full on hardcore or something like that. I 
dunno, it’s certainly not “laid back,” but 
“raging?” Oh well. This is just as good as I 
hoped it would be, but different (which has 
been fairly well established right?). This 
band’s sound would be comfortable (if a 
sound can, in fact, be comfortable) on Fat 
Wreck Chords! What keeps them from being 
way-too-fast-vacuous-annoying-NOFX 
cloned-sappysongsaboutgirls schlock is that 
it has some real (pardon this awful descrip¬ 
tion....please!) balls. It’s got energy, not just 
speed. And from what I can tell, they don’t 
dress like skaters either. This is pretty god- 
ding-dong rad! (AG) 

(Wingnut 1442A Walnut Street Suite 59. Berkeley 94709) 

Seasaw-s/t, 7” 

Seasaw doesn’t sound like they should be 
from the Bay Area, with their jangly gui¬ 
tars and crazy songs. They have a slight 
hint of the “Olympia” sound but tend to 
wander more with a few off rhythms and 
bent guitar sound. Looking for something 
different? Check this out. Want something 
with more of a kick? Keep looking. (BVH) 

(Insignificant Records: PO Box 0960 San Francisco, CA 94128) 



lunder-Neurocracy, CDEP 

This is some kind of weird funk-metal- 
alternative-rock stuff from Italy, with a 
harmonica (???) nonetheless. I don’t quite 
know what to say, but that this really isn’t 
my thing and that it sounds like some 
weird concoction between the Red Hot 
Chili Peppers, Primus and Mindfunk. So, if 
you like that stuff and you just sort of 
happened to be reading this, write to the 
address below... (BVH) 

(Walter Guabello 63 Via Firenze 13051 Biella-ltalia) 

Seven Years War-s/t, 7” 

This is cool. Rockin’ political Straight Edge 
Hardcore. Comes off sort of like a funkier, 
more laid back, Downcast. Nice layout, too. 
More records should be worthwhile like 
this one. Thumbs Up. (DL) 

(john Brown Records P O. Box 1105 Burlington,VT 05402) 

Shades Apart - Save It, CD 

It’s been years since I’ve heard Shades 
Apart, and I don’t remember them being as 
metal punk as this is. When I first gave the 
disc a listen, I was reminded of some of the 
newer stuff by All. Then I started reading the 
back cover... guess what? It was produced 
by Bill Stevenson and Stephen Egerton. 
Funny how that works. All in all, this is a 
really great release, with the best version of 
Soft Cell’s ‘Tainted Love” I’ve heard. Plus, 
you get two unlisted bonus cover tracks — 
Stiff Little Fingers ‘Wasted Life” and The 
Avengers “We Are the One”. (MH) 

(Revelation; PO Box 5232; Huntington Beach CA 92615) 

Shihad - Gimme Gimme b/w Like Everybody 
Else, 7” 

This is an industrial rock band from New 
Zealand. They’ve got a drum machine, 
heavy guitar parts. Very polished produc¬ 
tion. The A side is kinda like ministry, the 
B side more like Helmet or RFTC. Side B is 
way better than side A, cuz it gets into a 
better groove. On orange vinyl. Is Noise 
records actually an indy though? (MH) 

(Noise Records c/o CBM Inc.; 8721 Sunset Blvd; 

Hollywood CA 90069) 


Sicko-Laugh While You Can Monkey Boy, LP 

Rockin’ like no other with that power-pop, 
undistorted flair these boys make you 
jump up and down again and again. Silly 
tunes for silly people. Probably the bop- 
pin’est record I own. If you want to act 
goofy and play around listen to these guys. 
They rule. (WD) 

(eMpTy) 


dent Majority-This Island Earth, 

“This Mediocre Record” is more like it. 

Cheesy LIHC that sounds like it was sung by 
Guy from FUGAZI. Not unlike Mind Over 
Matter, except not nearly as good. (GG) 
(Reservoir Records P.O. Box 790366; Middle Village NY; 

11379-0366) 


I Slinky/Highway 66-Split 7” 

Okay, it’s more pop-punk stuff. Slinky has 
a sort of Fifteen appeal, playing kind of 
young-sounding punk stuff. Highway 66 
takes that raspy-vocals thing to new 
heights on one song and does more of 
peppy pop-punk thing on another. It’s kind 
of a folksy punk thing, or a punky folk 
thing for that matter. Come to think of it, 
both bands kind of remind me of Fifteen. 
Confused? Obviously I am top. (BVH) 

($3.00 PPD to: Backspin Records c/o Tom Mason 12800 
Vonn Rd. #8702 Largo, FL 34644) 

Shock Treatment-Punk Party, CD 

Shock Treatment is a Spanish band that 
has two distinct styles to their music- 
they start out doing a neo-SoCal thing a 
la No Use For A Name and then at times 
shift to a to tail Ramones style, the former 
being much stronger than the latter. They 
sing exclusively in Spanish except for 
some covers, the most notable of which is 
Black Flag’s “Six Pack,” which sounds 
just like Black Flag except for the accent. 
Some of the song titles translate to “The 
Lost” and “I Go to Kill Myself.” Overall, a 
satisfying listen. (GG) 

(No Tomorrow APDO 1134. 12080 Castellon Spain) 

Skeletal Earth-de-evolution, CD 

Uh, this is death metal guys. Death Metal. 
Since I don’t listen to this kind of thing 
generally I don’t know if it’s good or bad for 
this stuff. I think it sounds bad. Yeah... my 
expert opinion. (DL) 

(Desperate Attempt Records 1320 S.Third St Louisville, 
KY 40208) 

Smartyn-s/t, 7” 

Very nice looking record. Very weird sound¬ 
ing record. 2 songs and I don’t know what 
they are about ‘cause there are no lyrics 
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printed. Not bad, but I’m not sure how to 
describe this.... uh, how about art-grunge? 
Can a release on Alternative Tentacles be 
faraway? (DL) 

(ISM Records 539 Hayes St. S.F., CA 94102) 

Smoothies/International Hoodwink, split 7” 

Yes! The Smoothies are catchy noise pop 
while International Hoodwink emphasize 
more of the noise, bordering on hardcore. 
One song from each band, both are quick 
and to the point, but the Smoothies shine 
through more impressively. The cover is 
dark, murky and hard to read. That aside, 
this is a damn good single. (BC) 

(Johanns Face Records, PO Box 479-164, Chicago, IL 
60647 

The Solid Statesmen-Melodies of Man, 
Machine and Nature, 7” 

This would have been on Sub Pop about 
five years ago. The Solidesatesmen give ya 
four songs filled with those deep vocals 
and thick guitar. Of course they have to be 
creative and throw in a part or two that is 
totally different to sound like artists. This 
is very well produced, and that is probably 
why it is so boring. If you are into the Sub 
Poop world then check this out at your 
local library and judge for yourself. (EA) 
(Empty Records, PO Box 12034 Seattle,WA 98102) 

Spine Wrench- s/t, CD 

This is really annoying industrialish doom 
stuff. I like some of this genre, but this 
really bothers me. You can’t hear the 
vocals, and the same dark metal riff is play 
600 times with a drum machine behind it. 

I cant listen any longer. (JE) 

(Desperate Attempt, 1320 Sound Third Street Louisville, 
KY 40208) 



StateRoute 522-s/t, 

Once in awhile you see a band or get a 7” 
that shows so much promise and really 
manages to blow you away—completely out! 
of nowhere. This relatively new Seattle-area 
band has a sound that is all-together 
beautiful and pounding all at once. Like 
Colorado natives, Christie Front Drive, or 
even Samiam at times, State Route 522 
has that loud/soft thing going for them; 
always opting for the melody over the dis¬ 
sonance and throwing in a heavy interlude. 
The music is layered with scratchy and 
smooth vocals which scream at one second 
and croon at the next one. Pop-core? Could 
very well be the next big thing... and so 
could this band. (BVH) 

(12 Step Records: 16128 NE 145th St.Woodinville.WA 

98072) 

The Statics-An Un-Respected Man, 7” 

I am a Statics fan and I was very excited to 
see another single. Strangely enough this 
single wasn’t quite up to their other releas¬ 
es oh Rip Off Records. Simple four track 
rock n roll punk stuff. Songs you can and 
will sing with. If you are a fan then I would 
still say get it, but if you want to hear 
them for the first time hunt down the Rip 
Off stuff. (EA) 

(Empty Records, PO Box 12034 Seattle,WA 98102) 

Stellar Dweller-Hiwattrauma, CD 

A grungy alternative rock band. How did 
this get in with my records? It’s not bad, 
there aren’t terrible guitar solos or 
screechy lyrics, but it’s hardly the kind of 
thing that one would expect to read about 
in this ‘zine. Some of it is kind of “pretty” 
sounding, but it’s not going to become one 
of my “guilty pleasures” like the Smashing 
Pumpkins. (DL) 

(Bear Records JAF Box 444 New York, NY 10116) 

Stellar Dweller^Catlips & kittEQUALITY,7” 

Sounds like Smashing Pumpkins to me but 
still it’s interesting to listen to. It’s relaxing 
sort of. The music, I would say, could be 
considered alternative grunge type whatev¬ 
er revolting category you wanna call it. But 
this particular band does a decent job with 
it and I’m sure that they will find a lot of 
success with it. All the hip fashion kids 
will go for this band, that’s not an insult, 
it’s just what it seems like.(J.Z.) 

($4ppd Bear Records, 51 ISixth Avenue #321, New York, 

NY 10011) 


Really high energy rockin’ post hardcore. 

You know that one band from NY that all 
those other bands sound like? The one 
with that guy who used to be in that really 
cool other HC band? Yeah, these guys 
manage to NOT sound like them but still 
seem to have gone in that direction. They 
don’t find themselves stuck in that, you 
might say. Very, very good stuff. I will buy 
more when there is more absolutely. (DL) 

(Wreck-Age 451 West Broadway 2n New York, NY 10012) 

Stretford-CrossingThe Line, CD 

Taking from punk only occasional distorted 
guitar riffs and nothing more. Stretford is 
boring alterna-pop with some attempts at 
being retro. I’d rather listen to the Hi- 
Fives. (BC) 

(Unclean Records, PO Box 49737,Austin,TX 78765) 

Still Life-Slow Children at Play, 8” 

Ah, my arch nemesis Still Life, we meet again! 
I’ve gotta admit, I’ve talked a lot of shit about 
Still Life, with only hearing a little bit of it 
(how can you not, you know?). I have to hand 
it to them, when you’re in the right mood. 

Still Life sounds pretty damn good, and I 
guess that’s the whole point of emo. To fill a 
void when you’ve got one (as I do right now), 
and to be pretty damn annoying when you 
don’t. So I say three cheers! (DS) 

(Rhetoric Records PO Box 82 Madison Wl 53701) 

Stuntmen-s/t, 7” 

Not to be confused with the band. 

Stuntman from Washington, these guys 
play rockin’ power-pop-punk stuff. The 
first song has kind of a rock ‘n’ roll guitar 
riff backed by a solid-as-hell drummer and 
some sandpaper-smooth vocals. While all 
of the songs rock in a sort of off-kilter way 
that loosely reminds me of The Jam, the 
hits on this 7” are definitely “I Knew You 
When” and “Lesson in Letdown” which 
explore a hook-laden, pop-free-for-all, with 
a sound unlike most other bands that fall 
under this category. This is one of those 
bands that nobody has heard of, but that 
everyone should hear of... Get this! (BVH) 
(Black Hole Records: l2W.Willow Grove Ave. Box 130, 
Philadelphia, PA 19918) 

Superchunk-incidental music 1991-95, CD 

Quirky indie pop like only Superchunk can 
make it. They are the kings, the gods/god- 
desses. This is a collection of comp, tracks 
and 7” b-sides, etc. And it’s all just as good 
as anything they’ve ever put out or better. 
This is not a record you review, this is a 
record you adore. (MB) 

(Merge) 
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Superstar-emo love music, Cassette 

Emotional love songs, definitely. Sort of 
Evergreen influenced, but closer to pure 
lovey-dovey pop with a tad of emo influ¬ 
ence. Definite plus in my book. If they got 
a bit more noisy, they could be on par with 
any of the best emo bands out there. If 
they got a bit less noisy, they could hang 
with any of the best pop bands out there. 
As it is, they’re just fucking great and in 
their own sort of category. The best demo 
I’ve heard in quite a while. (MB) 

(2864 Forrest Hill Irene Rd.; Germantown,TN 38139) 

Supervixens, 7” 

White vinyl. High girlie voices singing retro 
pop (mod?). It came with a free 45-record 
insert thingy which was cool; otherwise, 
this is nothing spectacular, like most of 
what is out there.... (BC) 

(The Ultramod Label. PO Box 48321 .Athens, GA 30604) 

System Analysis- demo, cass. 

Political punk that is damn good. Not quite 
hardcore, not quite classic punk. This combines 
catchyness with crassness. This makes me want 
to pound my fist in the air and scream, which is 
a rare thing. Great stuff, get this tape.(JE) 

(731 Franklin Grand Rapids, Ml 49507) 

The Tagalongs-Stupid,Tape 

For a young sounding band, the Tagalongs 
show some real promise. With a Cringer feel 
(that’s really really old J-Church for those 
young ones out there), The Tagalongs play 
fast, poppy-punk stuff with a tad bit harder 
sound than the aforementioned influence. 
Too bad they apparently broke up. (BVH) 
($3.00 PPD to: 305 Eichelberger Dr. Copperas.TX 76522) 

Teddybears STHLM-Purple Rain, CDEP 

Imagine if Pegboy got really drunk and sloppy 
and decided to play Purple Rain by (Prince). 
Sound weird? It is definitely in the odd catego¬ 
ry, but it’s really very good. Sloppy thick 
melodic hardcore pop plays music by that 
wacky artist formerly known as Prince. (MB) 
(Dolores) 

Ten Foun-s/t, 7” 

Ten Four is the only band with a trumpet 
player that I could ever make a permanent 
part of my playlist—and that’s a total com¬ 
pliment. I think that the key to the trum¬ 
pet is that it always opts for the basic lines 
making a compliment to the band rather 
than a detraction that kills the songs. In 
case you’re wondering who Ten Four is. 


est pop 

this side of the Mississippi, with jangly, to 
crunchy, to complete feedback-laden guitar 
parts, over manic, Pixies-meets- 
Crackerbash basslines. The vocals on this 
recording sound better than ever before 
while the drums keep pounding away like 
some mad machine. One thing to remem¬ 
ber about Ten Four: everyone will like 
them. So get this now and get yourself 
ahead of the game. (BVH) 

(Ten Four: P.O. Box 82865 Portland, OR 97202) 

Tina age 13-The Alcoholic Father of my 
Innner Child, 10” 

Who thought to package a 10” in a 12” 
sleeve? Musta been a little drunk, I say. I 
was really surprised at this release, having 
been annoyed with the goofy band name & 
record title & then annoyed with the odd 
placement of a 10” in a 12” envelope. The 
release actually turned out to be really 
good! This is a really interesting mix of J- 
Churchian pop punk with a harder emo- 
type sound. However, the lyrics are defi¬ 
nitely just on this side of inane. (DS) 

(Broken Rekids PO Box 460402 San Fransisco CA 94106-0402) 

Thee Phantom 5ive-Jump Start, 7” 

Typical instrumental surf of this decade. 
Not, bad and it could be that I am getting 
sick of so many mediocre bands. With so 
many great surf bands, it is hard imagin¬ 
ing spending 3 or 4 dollars on something 
this. Ask me next week. (EA) 

(Solaments, 124 St. Marks Place #2, Brooklyn, NY 11217) 

Those Unknown- Distribution, 7” 

Old school punk rock. Mid to a little fast 
tempo, not heavy and somewhat catchy. This 
sounds really early 80’s or late 70’s classic 
punk. I duno, this is OK but it doesn’t really 
grab me in any particular way. This is a bit 
too happy for my tastes.(JE) 

(Pogo Stick Records, PO box 354 Midland Park, NJ 07432) 

Threadbare-Feeling Older Faster, CDep 

Doghouse is putting out great records. This 
is new style hardcore with harsh screamed 
vocals. Threadbare stay away from the fast 
stuff, though, keeping it slow to mid tempo 
along the ways of Boodlet. Good Stuff. (DL) 
(Doghouse Records P. O. Box 8946 Toledo, OH 43623) 

Thrush Hermit-2x7 inch 

Why did this indie rock shit get sent to a 
zine called Punk Planet for review?!?!? 
Yeeuucccchhh! Awful awful awful awful. 
Get it outa here... This is way too typical 
indie rock. Not a damn think “punk” about 
it. Oh yeah, there are only three songs! 



MCA. Three songs divided by four sides 
plus one side etched with band member’s 
names equals shitty release. (MM) 

|(Genius Records PO Box 481052 Los Angeles CA 90048) 

Thrush Hermit - Take Another Drag b/w 
Came and Went, 7” 

This band is apparently from Nova Scotia. 
They’ve got that indy rock sound down pat 
— you know, really quiet parts followed by 
really loud parts, then back to the quiet 
parts again. They kinda remind me of 
Superchunk at times. Take Another Drag 
is the better song. Came and Went should 
have gone. It is droning and boring. (MH) 
(Bong Load Custom Records: PO box 931538; Hollywood 
CA 90093-1538) 

Torture Kitty-Demo #2, Cassette 

Old school beefy pop punk almost border¬ 
ing on the Misfits at parts (but not horror 
oriented). They also have a bit of a DI 
influence. Singalong thick poppy punk like 
the way they used to play it in the (early) 
80’s. This is a pretty exceptional demo. 
They should have a record by now. (MB) 
($2; 1530 Northshore Woods Dr.: Knoxville.TN 37919) 

Toxic Reasons-No Peace In Our Time,CD 

Damn it, I’ve spent so much damn time try¬ 
ing to play the hidden track on this CD, I’ve 
wasted literally hours fooling around with it. 
Supposedly track one is an audio/visual 
track for CD ROM, and since I know 
absolutely nothing about computers, it’s 
been killing me trying to figure out how it 
works. O.K., how strange does this sound, 
it’s got like five different directories, and in 
one is an execute file (which I assume is the 
hidden track) that shows the bands name 
for a split second and then shoots me back 
to the C:\ prompt. In some of the other 
directories I found song lyrics, a time line, 
and adds for some other Blitzcore releases, 
all of which I could open, however, there 
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were ab 

open that seemed like they were pictures of 
the band and other various things. Anyhow, 
this was extremely annoying so next time 
send some damn directions. Oh, by the way, 
the music was decent.(J.Z.) 

(Century Media, 1453-A 14th St #324, Santa Monica, CA 90404) 

Transcend-Version 8.5, CD 

This is one beautifully laid out and packaged 
CD, and as luck would have it one very good 
one as well. I had never heard Transcend 
before, although I’ve been hearing about 
them for years. I always assumed they were a 
typical hardcore type band, but that’s not the 
case. This reminds me a little of what Orange 
9mm are doing, or maybe Die 116. I would 
highly recommend checking this out. Cool 
lyrics, too. (DL) 

(Doghouse Records P. O. Box 8946 Toledo, OH 43623) 


Tunnel Rats-s/t, 7” 

The Tunnel Rats are hippy-killing, yuppie- 
hating psychopaths. Vowing vengeance on 
the “hippy fucks” who have taken over New 
Hampshire and tried to start a movement 
to get “Live Free or Die” taken off of the 
New Hampshire License plates, The Tunnel 
Rats have forged an underground resis¬ 
tance who’s motto is ‘Through violence a 
path is found.” Containing a GG Allin cover 
(“Die When You Die”) and a new doctored- 
up version of Fear’s “I Love Living in the 
City,” re-titled, “I Love Living in New 
Hampshire,” The Tunnel Rats (with The 
Queers B-Face on bass) come off like a 
tongue-in-cheek, freedom fighting, beer- 
drinkin’, gun shootin’ Project X, without 
the Straight Edge stuff. Sound scary? I 
just hope they don’t kick my ass for the 
Project X comparison... (BVH) 

(Crevanator Productions: 70 Bucks Hill Rd. Durham, NH 03824) 



Really melodic happy rock. This reminds 
me so much of the Parasites it is sicken¬ 
ing. I am really wondering why Will gave 
this to me. Good at what they do,but I hate 
sappy bubble gum punk.(JE) 

|(PO Box 1631 Cranford, NJ 07016) 

[Unwound-The Future of What, LP 

I absolutely loved Unwound’s previous LP. I 
thought it was an incredible album & an 
exciting change in punk, to slow down, to 
draw songs out for as long as possible, until 
there’s barely even a beat left. This new 
album doesn’t do that as much (most of the 
songs are pretty fast & never really degrade 
like they did on the last album) and for that 
reason, I don’t like it as much. (DS) 

(Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State Ave #418 Olympia WA 98501) 

The Unwanted Quests, demo cassette 

Boring, generic hardcore attempting to be 
funny. Need bands regurgitate this crap 10 
thousand times over? Oh, they can’t spell 
either ... surprise, surprise. (BC) 

($3 ppd. to Backspin Records, c/o Tom Mason, l2800Vonn 
Rd. #8702, Largo, FL 34644) 

The Vandals- Live Fast Diarrhea, CD 

What was once a classic punk band has 
gone the metal path. This is pretty good, 
and some is quite punky, but it sounds so 
fucking polished it’s scary. I hate to see it 
when bands go downhill like this(I love old 
Vandals). Pretty cheesy stuff. (JE) 

(Nitro Records, 7151 Warrer Ave. Ste. e-736 Huntington 
Beach, CA 92647) 

Verbal Abuse- Red, White, And Violent, CD 

Hmm...thrash metal sounding stuff that 
reminds me of Megadeth or Pantera. 

Cheesy leads, metal riffs, chukka-chukka 
guitar, and everything else that other crap¬ 
py metal bands use. Yuck(JE) 

(Century Media, 1453-A 14th Street #324 Santa Monica, CA 90404) 

Victims Family-4 Great Thrash Songs Live, LP 

A recording of their last live show. Victim’s 
Family blazes through 17 songs (which I’m 
sure includes all of their greatest hits) 
worth of that musician-core stuff that kiss¬ 
es the funk and hard rock genre’s a little 
too much for my own tastes. Even thought 
the live recording is of excellent quality 
and the performances are pretty much 
flawless, I still can’t find in my heart to get 
excited about this. If you’re a fan of these 
guys, then this is for you. A definite high- 
quality send-off for these guys. (BVH) 
(Alternative Tentacles: PO Box 419092 San Francisco, CA 
94141-9092) 

Vindictives-The many moods of..., CD 

“How handy!” That’s what this makes me 
think. All the Vindictives pre-lookout 7”s 
and comp tracks on one CD! They’re snot¬ 



ty, they’re silly, they’re poppy, but best of 
all... they’re good! 

(Lookout) 


Voodoo Glow Skulls-EST 1988; 7” 

They’ve mellowed a bit in their age, but 
they haven’t lost their cool. Poppy fun 
punk with horns to make you feel extreme¬ 
ly silly playing it at high volumes. The B- 
side is a cover of some oldies song which is 
quite humorous. Anyways, they rock and 
make me happy. (WD) 

(Dr. Strange) 

Warpath/Jim Jones Party Mix-split 7” 

Warpath is quite crusty and hardcore, but 
for some reason I can’t get into them at all. 
They’re kinda boring to listen to actually. 
They have a bad recording, the hooks 
aren’t catchy and they’re too repetitive to 
hold my interest. J.J.P.M. is another story. 
They rock! They remind me a lot of Resist, 
but their breakdowns are a bit mope 
cheesy in a good way. Very catchy, raise 
your fist in the air, punk rock. Buy this for 
JJPM alone. (WD) 

(Warfear Collective: POB 405 Monroeville, PA 15146) 

Whirlpool-s/t, CD 

This CD started out pretty good. It had this 
nice, clean, laid back, emo sound thing 
going on, then it kicks into cheesy guitar- 
rock-disguised-as-punk-rock Fat Wreck 
Chords meets Nirvana big guitar sound 
(with emo overtones). The vocals are pretty 
boring, with the exception of the soprano 
pitched female backups that only show up 
during the good, quiet parts. Calm down! I 
really like the quiet parts. I can tolerate the 
cheesy guitar-rock-disguised-as-punk-rock 
Fat Wreck Chords meets Nirvana big guitar 
sounds only to the extent that I don’t turn it 
off immediately. This would be good, were it 
not for the above mentioned (over-hyphen¬ 
ated) parts. Instead it’s only OK. (AG) 

(Revelation Records POB 5232 Huntington Beach CA 

92615-5232) 

White-Trash Superman-s/t, 7 inch 

Up-tempo, melodic, snotty punk rock... 
great stuff. Sorta reminds me of Fracture, 
but more straight forward and less quirky. 
The cover is excellent, spray painted two 
color stencil. Most of the songs are about 
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lie typical “I hate normal everyday lile" 
kinda thing. The last song is an anti- 
Robert DeNiro song though... I wonder why! 
they dislike him so much. Regardless, this 
is a suprisingly good piece of wax. (MM) 
(White-Trash Supermail PO Box 992 Starkville, MS 39759) | 

Witchy Poo-Mixed Metaphor, 7” 

In the case that you’re some pathetically 
uninformed loser, Witchy Poo is Slim 
Moon’s 10 year project. With that said, the 
only performance by Slim Moon that I’ve 
heard previously is his vocal sharing on 
Bratmobile’s cover of the Misfits’ “Where 
Eagles Dare” (which by the way, reigns 
supreme over Glenn Danzig’s sony ass 
vocal attempt). This doesn’t sound like 
that. Not at all. It’s sort of spacey, droney, 
and weird. “I’ve been Ayn Rand and almost 
branded Communist ’cause I’m left hand¬ 
ed.” Whoever sings on the last song has a 
voice that is very reminiscent of 
Burrough s voice- deep and sing-songey. 

So that part comes off sort of like those 
weird recorded collaborations that 
Burroughs did with various rock n’ roll 
people. Fucking bizarre. Pretty good 
though. They’re certainly doing something 
interesting. Well anyway if you’re into the 
Kill Rock Stars sound (which does not 
exist. What does Unwound have to do with 
Excuse 17?) then you’ll probably like this. 

If not, your friends will think you’re cool 
because you’ve got a slab o’ bitchin vinyl 
with Slim Moon hisssself on it. “The man 
ain’t got no culture” (AG) 

(Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State Ave #418 Olympia WA 
98501) 

Who Killed Bambi - 15 Minutes of Fame, CD 

Sometimes they sound like the Clash, 
sometimes like an oi band. It’s well-played 
midtempo punk, but it doesn’t do much for 
me. This would appeal to the mohawked 
circle slammers in my town who eat up 
anything slightly oi influenced, except 
they’d be confused by the couple of melod¬ 
ic, slow tunes on this disc. Oh, and their 
thanks list includes “all the football hooli¬ 
gans around the world”... get the picture? 
(MH) 

(Who Killed Bambi; PO Box 656607; Fresh Meadows NY 
11365) 

Wesley Willis-Greatest Hits, CD 

When I asked will what I was getting for 
review, he started chuckling. Now I know 
why. I guess this is really funny sounding, 
but it makes me really sad. Wesley Willis is 
a chronic schizophrenic and he hears voic¬ 
es in his head. “I felt like a Jackass 
screaming at the top of my lungs.” It’s real¬ 
ly very sad stuff. If you can get past the 


synthesizer/drum thing, (Let me not forget ] 
to tell you, the reader about the way cool 
metally hardcore [Earth Crisis/ Strife 
sounding] parts in the middle of the CD. 
They actually sound really fucking good!) 
and the bizarre vocals (he talks about his 
experiences, and then repeats the title of 
song four times in a shaky, caterwauling, 
off key voice) then you will be delighted by 
this record (I can, this is GREAT!). 
Something that he does that I like a lot is 
repeating certain phrases (“Pontiac- We 
build excitement,” or “Rock on London. 
Rock on to Chicago.”). There’s something 
so urban about it. “Folgers- It’s good to the 
last drop.” (AG) 

(Alternative Tentacles- PO BOX 419092 SAN FRANCIS¬ 
CO, C A 94141-9092) 

Wizo-Uuaarrgh!, LP 

I wonder where Fat Mike found these 
guys... fuckin’ amazing! Melancholy pop 
hardcore in what I would call a typical Fat 
Wreck Chords style. These guys are from 
Germany and sing all but two songs in 
their native tongue, yet I found myself 
singing along anyway. The lyric sheet has 
both German and English, which is a nice 
touch. For such a happy sounding bands, 
they sing about some gruesome things, for 
example, the first song is one of the happi¬ 
est sounding gems I’ve heard in a long 
time. It’s called Death at the Swimming 
Pool! Regardless, it’s great record that is a 
cut above most of the other Fat stuff I’ve 
heard. (MM) 

(Fat Wreck Chords PO Box 460144 San Francisco CA 

94146) 

Worm-s/t, 7” 

Wow! This is really cool low-fi emo! It 
sounds like it was recorded in a shoebox, 
but for some reason, that makes me like it 
even more. I think we’ve stumbled upon a 
new movement here, garagemo! Nice Job. 
(DS) 

(Sleepking PO Box 15102 San Antonio Texas 78212) 

Worse Than Useless-Prophets of Punk, 7” 

Somewhat grindy punk rock, but with an 
old UK punk(GBH, Discharge, etc..) influ¬ 
ence. This manages to be heavy and some¬ 
what catchy at the same time. There is 
also some metal influence in occasional 
leads. I really like this release, especially 
the song Vacant Authority. This actually 
sounds a great deal like Oppressed 
Logic. (JE) 

(no address given) 

The Wrench-Cop Krueller,7” 

This is pretty neat, I really didn’t like it the 
first time I listened to it but I kept listening 
to it over and over and, what do you know? 


it s really good. The song “woulda shoul< 
coulda” reminded me of the Descendants 
in a way. And overall I kinda really liked it, 
I don’t know, it’s a good record. Best part’s 
the cover art(a pig’s badge in a box of jelly 
doughnuts). (J.Z.) 

{(Mississippi Cakehole Records, P.O.Box 981,West Side 
|Station, Buffalo, NY 14213) 

(-Unclogged,CD 

Ahrrgh, I hate it when something is so 
noncommittal I can’t think of how to 
describe it. Maybe noncommittal isn’t the 
right word, but I just can’t nail down 
exactly what this release is all about. A 
classic 80’s punk type cover left me con¬ 
fused when I played this CD. I read the 
liner notes which divulge the punk origins 
of the band and explained that they just 
decided to go folky, which is what this 
album is, acoustic folky type music. Not 
anything too out of the ordinary, but inter¬ 
esting nonetheless, so if you’re an X fan 
you may want to check-this out.(J.Z.) 

(Sunset Blv. Ent, 740 N.La Brea Ave., I st Fir., LA. CA 90038) 

Yuppicide- Dead Man Walking, CD 

New York sounding hardcore punk. Pretty 
good stuff in the Sick of It All type vein. I 
like this a lot actually, but the band striking 
gang poses on the inside cover frightens me. 
Metal influence, heavy, and lots of starts 
and stops. A better band of this genre.(JE) 

(Wreck-Age 451 West Broadway 2N New York, NY 10012) 

Zerbey, Richard-The Candle in the Window, CD 

Beautiful acoustic numbers fill this disc, 
with an occasioned electric guitar to pre¬ 
vent you from falling asleep. Only a college 
student could put this kinda project 
together. Slick looking, slick production, 
and it slicked itself right outta my CD play¬ 
er. Not what most of us would call punk 
rock though I am sure it is DIY to the hilt. 
Think what you want but it is rare that 
acoustical tunes, and guitar solos make 
the punk rock (rock is supposed to make 
you want to do something) top list. (EA) 

(Rich Zerbey, PO Box 147,West Chester, PA 19381) 







m 


Record Reviews 


y 


to! nks- § ad Hove § pace Cadet, Cl 

Poppy sweet pop sweet punk. Love songs 
played at punk speeds winning over any¬ 
body you’ve had your eyes on for the 
longest time. It sounds like Green Day in 
good way, not a bad way. It makes me 
wish I was still listening to them play live 
and hopping around the room randomly 
because I couldn’t stop from flailing and 
singing along. (MB) 

(Dr. Strange; POB 7000-117; Alta Loma, CA 91701) 

V/A-Angry Seed Co-Op CD compilation Vol. 

One 

This regional compilation covers the 
Minnesota (also Wisconsin and South 
Dakota) area with 12 bands, many of 
which I found to be of the fuzzy guitar col¬ 
lege rock variety and overall not that great. 
There is one track that did catch my ear 
though- “Distance Denied” by PULL. Why I 
like this song is hard to describe. It seems 
to have a certain urgency to the sound, 
and especially the vox. My friend calls it 
“angstiness” but I don’t know if that’s the 
right word. The only band that has this 
“angstiness” that I can think of is 
Unwound. (I’m not comparing PULL to 
Unwound-they are not remotely similar. 
But each has this urgency to their sound 
that really makes me “feel” the music.) 
Anyway, this CD is not that great. I would 
say ignore it, but keep your eyes peeled for 
a PULL 7” or LP. I really think they’re onto 
something. (This review probably made no 
sense, but believe me when I say that 
PULL is good. Real good.) (GG) 

(Angry Seeds Records P.O. Box 8838, MPLS MN 55408) 

V/A-Attaining the Supreme, CD 

A fucking great comp. It mixes ska, punk, 
emo, hardcore, surf, and pop. It’s every¬ 
thing new(ish) and nothing old or stale. I 
have not found one bad song on this whole 
comp. I could even listen to them all on 
repeat. It’s a great intro to a friend who 
doesn’t know about new punk rock or a 
great thing to get just to listen to some 
fucking amazing bands.(MB) 

(Whirled; POB 5431; Richmond.VA 23220) 
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\-Heavenly Tunes, CD 

Included with issue #19 of Germany’s Ox 
magazine (their version of MRR, from what 
I could tell), Heavenly Tunes focuses more 
on the Hardcore/Thrash sound with acts 
like Good Riddance, Jughead’s Revenge, 
Schleprock, Blanks 77, Face Value, 
Bonesaw, Tattooed Corpse, The Living End, 
Earth Crisis and many more—29 tracks all 
together. Order it from Ox. (BVH) 

(PO Box 14 34 45,45264 Essen, Germany) 

V/A-Invisible Route SixSixSix, CD 

A collection of bands on Chicago's Invisible 
label (founded by Martin Atkins, the great 
drummer for PiL during the Metal Box 
period, this is CD includes songs by satan 
rockers Evil Mothers, Horsey, Dead Voices 
on Air, Lick, Pigface, Atkins himself, Lab 
Report, Gawk and Psychic TV. In other 
words, a bunch of bands with an industrial 
bent. Some of these bands suck, some of 
them are pretty good. It’s a sampler — 
whaddya want? (DC) 

(Invisible, P.O. Box 16008, Chicago, IL 60616) 

V/A-Loud and Ugly Vol. 2, 7” 

This is a kick ass comp. You’ve got grind to 
kill to with Despise You and Apartment 
213, deathly slow sludge with Eyehategod 
and Floor, and weird noisy, fucked up, cool 
shit from Thug. This record will beat you 
from every side and then kick you when 
you’re down. Get it! (WD) 

(Bovine; PO Box 2134; Madison,Wl 53701) 

V/A- More Than You Can Chew, cass. 

A Massive compilation tape of 22 bands 
that vary in quality. Personal favorites on 
the comp are Controlled Aggression and 
Sons of John Glenn. The music ranges 
from New York Hardcore to pop-punk, and 
I had to use the fast forward button quite a 
few times. About half the songs are good, 
so I duno(JE) 

(Fan Attic Tapes c/o Ron Lacer, 364 Washington St. 

Cambridge, MA 02139) 

V/A-Parverotti, cassette 

Ugh....This is a compilation of Israeli hard¬ 
core from the last ten years. Well, none of 
it is recorded very well, and it’s mastered 
so poorly that the songs have drastically 
inconsistent volume levels, which of course 
makes it annoying to listen to. In addition 
to the awful recording and mastering, this 


compilation lacks something else that 1 
find to be rather handy (sometimes). That 
would be- good music! There is only one 
track on here that I found to be worth lis¬ 
tening to, which was a few minutes of feed 
back with two, one sentence long spoken 
word snippets. Go figure. I hope this is not 
an accurate reflection of the state of 
Israel’s hardcore scene. (AG) 

"(lsr@-hell records/ 62-b Ben Gurion Street/ Hod- 
Hasharon 45200/ ISRAEL) 

V/A-Seven One Seven, Hardcore comp. 7” 

It’s pretty much a rule that hardcore com¬ 
pilation 7”s suck shit. Really, I mean, other 
than “Rebuilding” and “Forever" what HC 
comp. 7”s have ever been any good? Ok, 
maybe there’s been one or two, but they 
are VERY RARE. So, that said, this comp, 
has tracks by Option, Deckard, Outcome, 
and Brother’s Keeper. Yeah. (DL) 

(Seven One Seven Records 870 Front St. Apt 2 North’d, 

PA 17857) 

V/A-Suburban Voice Dischord Comp/AIDS 
Benefit, 7” 

This 7” comes free with Suburban Voice 
#36. It has four bands doing covers of four 
classic Dischord bands. Sinkhole does 
Minor Threat’s “Filler” sounding amazingly 
like the real thing. Horace Pinker does an 
incredible version of Dag Nasty’s “One To 
Two,” a must for fans of Dag Nasty. The 
Bruisers do an Iron Cross song (fuck yeah!) 
“Live for Now” and Shattered Silence does 
The Faith’s “Limitations.” Even if you don’t 
like the magazine or the bands or even 
Dischord stuff (blasphemy...), you should 
still get this, as A1 is donating a portion of 
his profits to the AIDS Action Committee of 
Massachusetts. (BVH) 

($3.50 to; PO Box 2746 Lynn,MA 01903) 


V/A-Wade-Free Wherever, CD 

Ten bands mostly from Vancouver, each 
playing a few songs, manage to produce 
nothing too memorable — but nothing 
awful either. The theme behind this comp: 
“That’s what the title Wade-Free Wherever 
is all about. Expanding your horizons 
while maintaining your roots. Because it’s 
not where you’re at, it’s where you’re 
going... Because it’s not where you’re from, 
it’s where you’re coming from.” Features: 
dbs, Facepuller, Breach, The McRackins, 
The Cowards, Haggis, Artless Motives, The 
Many, Wretched Ethyl and Gus 
(Vancouver). (BC) 

(Schtufff, 7110 Westminster St., Powell River, B.C., Canada, 

V8A IC6) 
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A New York Subterranean Music Compilation. 


Featuring The Devil Dogs, Holeshot, Electric Frankenstein, 
Murphy’s Law, Die 116, IabhorHer, Deadguy, Garden Variety, 
The Wretched Ones, Mind Over Matter, The Hot Corn Girls, 
Iron Prostate, Vicious Beatniks, 13, The Wives, Hell No, 
Milhouse, The Templars, Sweet Diesel And Neglect. 



CD/dbl.-LP: $10ppd U.S. ($13ppd foreign) from Go-Kart 
Records, P.O.B. 20, Prince Street Station, NYC 10012. 

Fax: (212) 982-4959. E-mail: gregross@panix.com 
Distro: Big City, Caroline, DEI, Get Hip, Ransom Note, 
Reservoir, Revelation, Revolver, Rotz, Smash, Sure Fire, 
TCI, Victory, Wreck-Age and others. We also deal direct! 
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fiend clerks or money orders to: 


Sonic Igtjana Mailorder 
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“Sometimes, Dolores all a lonely label’s 
got left is being a bitch-..” 



Distributed by Cargo, Dutch East, Rotz Mailorder. Blacklist, and Underdog 
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Zine Reviews 



More fanzines means 
more reviewers! This 
issues suckers are: 
Kim Bae (KB), Matt 
Berland (MB), Jim 
Connell (JC), Brian 
Czarnik (BC),Will 
Dandy (WD), Aaron 
Gemmill (AG), Ray 
Hennessy (RH), Bret 
Van Horn (BVH), 
Kenneth Kimmell 


ALL THE ANSWERS #2 

Full size zine with a color paper cover. Interviews with 
Horace Pinker,The Bollweevils andJohnYates.The edi¬ 
tors asked a large number of somewhat intriguing peo¬ 
ple to list their top 10 records. I was both entertained 
and depressed. LOTS and lots of record reviews, a few 
zine reviews. This was really nicely laid out and easy to 
read. (LR) 

(c/o irWIN / 207 West Clarendon 14B/ 

Phoenix AZ 85013/ $2) 

AMENDMENT RECORDS FRIEND¬ 
LY FANZINE #10 

A Jessie (Blatz, G’rups) Luscious column appears in this 
zine out ofVirginia. It says free on the cover ; but then a 
dollar in the back, so 


(KK), Leah Ryan 
(LR), Jim Testa (JT), 
Dan Sinker (DS) 


send a buck to be safe. 

Fairly short, but contains 
a few other columns, 
some mail interviews 
(with Junior and Offense 

A.D.) and record reviews. Also included is a partial 
Amendment Distribution Catalogue, full of punk good¬ 
ies to order.Worth a look. (KK) 

($1.00 to David Allison 580 Nansemond 
Crescent Portsmouth, VA 23707) 

ANNEX #4 

Pretty slick zine from Texas. It's more than interviews 
with the Suspects, Alice Donut, Los Crudos and DO A, 

It's got opinions, poems, recipes and loads of reviews. 

Well worth the 2 stamps. (RH) 

(2 stamps PO Box 18475 San Antonio, TX 
78218-0475) 

ANYTHING, ANYTHING #2 

Whoa!! The world needs more of these! These of 
course are zines dedicated to films. What we have 
here is a bunch of movie reviews, a bunch of wacky 
reprints and a copy of a report put out by the 
Maryland board of censors in 1958. (RH) 

($2.00 PO box 42822 Tuscon, AZ 85733) 

The Assassin and the Whiner # 1 

These are perhaps some of the coolest comix that 
Tve read lately.They are truly heartfelt and both really funny and really realistic.You 
really get inside their heads. (MB) 

($1; POB 481051; LA, CA 90048) 

AUNT FRANNE #1 

This debut issue has typical punkzine stuff - interviews with Tribe 8 and Jake & The 
Stiffs, reviews, cartoons, etc - and some opinion columns. The messy half drawn/half 
typed layouts jump out at you and the columnists make sense. Okay for a first 
issue. (JT) 

(PO Box 523, Stratford NJ 08084 $1) 

Bad Poots #2 (The Metal Issue) 

OK, don't laugh.You used to like metal, admit it This zine is based on the idea that 
there’s a lot to like about metal as long as you’re not serious about it, and the idea 
works. Includes reviews of “Bargain Metal” found in record store bargain bins, and 



a tour journal that includes a rundown of all the scary rednecks they ran into, and 
one-line reviews of all the music listened to on the road. (JC) 

(Greg King, 8680 The Fifth Green, Atlanta, GA 30350, 6pp full size, 2 
stamps or 2 IRCs) 

Bee Skin 

This is an eclectic little zine that at first glance looks like it’s going to be really bad, 
but with further inspection actually proves to be pretty damn good!! Personal writing, 
fictional (I think) writing, little art pieces, as well as a few interesting things stapled 
into the binding of the fanzine (a slide & another mini zine), makes for an entertain¬ 
ing read. (DS) 

(3 stamps or trade Tony L. 136 Hillcrest Leucadia CA 92024) 

BRAMFORD & ME #2 

Kinda messy half-sized punkzine where anything goes. 
There’s an interview with Supernova, but also an inter¬ 
view with the best jungle<ruise host at Disneyland and 
the Disney Domogo Showboat Orchestra. Reviews and 
stuff too. Punk is where you find it, even on vacation with 
your parents. (JT) 

2007 E 3rd St, Tucson AZ 85719 

Bunker #2 

Alost of this zine is layed out attractively. Unfortunately I 
can’t get into the “Conspiracy- Paranoia” theme. They 
suggest that Mark David Chapman (John Lennon’s killer) 
was an F.B.I. paid hit man.They suggest that Rock N’Roll 
is a government invented entity.... weird. There’s a sort of 
interesting interview with Redneck, a T-Shirt company; a 
few reviews, and some other weird article. This is all 
right.Jt’s got Burroughs on the cover (worth a few 
points, eh?) (AG) 

(po box hp72 leeds/ LS6 lxt England) 

CHILDREN IN A JAR # 1 

Half-size, Xeroxed. Interviews with Moral Crux and Ne’er 
Do Wells. Nice cartoons, interesting art Also a thought- 
provoking piece on police brutality. For free you can’t 
beat it Be nice and send stamps. (LR) 

(7138 Faring / Houston TX 77049-1014 / free) 

| Chill Out #2 

Well my French is worse than my Spanish, so I didn’t 
have a clue as to what this zine said inside. I think there 
was a piece about Howdy Dody Man or Myth? It looks good and info packed with 
reviews, interviews, scene reports, and other French things I couldn’t understand. I 
tried. (BC) 

(3.00ppd or 6 Francs/ Oliver Lacoste Lagrange, 33550 Capian, France.) 

Chumpire #51 + #52 

A one page zine with unusually good quaky. Just thoughts, reviews, you know. It’s a regular¬ 
ly good zine, and you can’t get bored because of the simple fact that it’s only one page 
long. (MB) 

(Stamp; POB 2514; West Lawn, PA 19609-0514) 

Coffee Break #3 

All the usual zine stuff, plus some nice touches Ike a two-page spread of Coffee Break “mer¬ 
chandise.” Punk and literate, with the inimitable British slant on things — they do see things 
differently over there. I liked it, and it’s wet worth sending a letter overseas to get (JC) 
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Zine Reviews 



(Andrew Ford, 2 Parkside Place, East Horsley, Surrey, KT24 5B2, 32pp full 
size, $1 ppd) 

COMATOSE #1 

Decent first attempt for this perzine.A review here and there, a few thoughts thrown in 
and all pasted together by dippings from magazines. Not bad. (RH) 

(3 stamps/$1.00 Aren Rogal 1092 Lyndhurst Dr. Pittsburgh, PA 15206) 

Cometbus #35 

Whoa...This is just a phenomenal issue of Cometbus. This time around, Aaron publishes 
short pieces he's written.They're not all about traveling and their diversity really makes 
you realize what an incredibly talented author Aaron really is. Bravo, sir! (DS) 

($2.50 ppd from Wow Cool 48 Shattuck Sq. Box 149 Berkeley CA 94704) 

Crash-#4 

Interviews with Karp, Melvins, Helium, Naked 
Aggression, Mukilteo Fairies, some reviews, an article 
on retro graphic design and printed entirely printed 
in green ink, which is kind of hard on the eyes at 
times. Sort of a little brother" version of Ten Things 
Jesus Wants You To Know. (BVH) 

($2.00 PPD to: 1202 E Pike St. #751, Seattle, 

Wa 98122-3934) 

CRUMB #4 

Half-size, Xeroxed with hand-drawn cover (a rare 
treat).This is the Rock'n'Roll issue.There isn't a whole 
hell of a lot to this, but there are some memorable 
moments. My favorites are the illustrated Air Guitar 
Instructions and the rant on "moshing" vs. “slam 
dancing". (LR) 

(PO Box 42 / Sherwood WI 54169 Price??? Send 
stamps) 

The Dairy King 

Well... if you're sixteen & really get off on writing 
about dicks, you will have found a kindred spirit in 
Abe. Virtually every page is a poem dedicated to the 
male organ. If this sounds a little adolescent for you, 
that's because it probably is.(DS) 

(Abe 4711 S.43 Lincoln NE 68516) 

Damp Laundry # 1 

Whoo boy. Urn... An article on why she likes Billie Joe, _ 

an article on Courtney Love, and an article on the radio. Lots of crossed out words 
& strange sketches of thumbs & tongues. This is just strange!! Plus, it looks like the 
entire thing is Dittoed!! (DS) 

(PO Box 70963 Houston TX 77270) 

DEAD ON ARRIVAL #1 

Oh, let me count the ways this bothers me. (10 minutes later...) I can't count them 
all so I'll just tell you about them. There is absolutely NOTHING in here I would be 
interested in reading. A bunch of artsy poetry, reviews (see next point), a poorly 
written "feature" with Kill Rock Stars, and a ridiculously short"article" about car¬ 
toonist Jeff Smith. The reviews encompass an Ayn Rand book fer chrissakes and 
Bob Dylan and Primus CDs. If I wanted to read about that shit. I'd buy Spin. And 
for a first issue, these guys assume a HELL of a lot I) that 5000 (the first press¬ 
ing) people actually want to read this, 2) ©1995, ®, and ™ are necessary for 
DOA and Dead on Arrival and Scott Ogilvie, 3) people want to buy t-shirts (avail¬ 



able in NINE different colors), and 4) they list all the 44 places nationwide where 
one can obtain DOA and have subscription and advertising prices all figured out I 
repeat, this is a FIRST ISSUE. It looks very very slick, very professional, and good ■ 
but don't let that fool you. At least they aren't charging money for this. (KB) 

(free * PO Box 191175 San Diego, CA 92159) 

DECENT AND CLEAN ZINE #7 

Typical teenage punk rock zine. Interviews with the Rev. Norb, a bunch of reviews, 
a few rants, a comic, and some pictures from shows.... (RH) 

(no address) 

Different Life #6 

This has interviews with Spleen, No Reason, Down By Law, and Farside. However, if you 
like those bands, you're going to have to really quickly learn how to read some Eastern 
European language (I think), since that's the language the 
zine's written in & for that I say "bravo!" (DS) 

(Roman Soumar Topolcianska 419/10 
Litomerice 412 01) 

DISASTER #1 

The only redeeming bits in this zine are the stolen car¬ 
toons. Out of the original material, it is the poetry that I 
enjoyed the most (!) if that says anything (it should). This 
is a basic waste of paper with lots of ads, reviews, col¬ 
lages, an interview with the Bristles, and lots of spiked 
hair. (KB) 

($1.50 or $1+2 stamps * C.K. * PO Box 215 * 
Mission, TX 78573) 

Dishwasher #13 

What can a person possibly say about Dishwasher 
fanzine that hasn’t been said a million times 
before?? It’s great It’s a zine devoted to dishing. 
It’s a wonderful read & makes you want to go 
wash a few yourself. (DS) 

($1.00 PO Box 8213 Portland, OR 97207) 

Disturbing the Peace # 1 

/ looked at it off hand and it scared me. I had said, "Hey, 
Will, no cheesy cut-and-pastes." But again, Will's brilliance 
wins out again, because it wasn't even cheesy. In fact, it 
was deceptively good. It has the requisite stupid stuff as 
is necessary in most cut-and-paste zines, but it also has 
neato stories and cool rants that aren't totally generic. 
Keep it up. (MB) 

(2 (pr. nixon or elvis) Stamps; 9 Fenwick Rd.; Whippany, NJ 07981) 

Don’t Be Afraid #2 

A cool personal zine about being a guy moving to Portland among other things. 
Stories, thoughts, comments, and an interview. An entertaining read. Something to 
read when you have nothing else to do. Damned good at what it is. (MB) 

(50C; 5720 S. Crowhaven Rd.; Langley, WA 98260) 

DROLL #1 

This should have been called Raooul - it involves a bunch of 14 year old girls and it 
sucks. Get-to-know-the-editors pieces and short bits about topics ranging from 
"feminism" to school to the media. Bleargh! (KB) 

($1 or 50C + stamps * 10618 122nd Ave. KPN or KPIU I can’t tell * Gig 
Harbor, WA 98329) 














Dwgsht #2 

A cost of characters, a bunch of opinions, and a sense of humor. I liked this zine. 

So what if there's the rant on Rancid and selling out, or the one on punk kids 
nowadays with their backpacks and Green Day CDs? There's also a neat script for 
a TV sitcom called “Who Ate The Cheese" about a nuclear family, and some really 

cool pictures of disassembled dogs. (]C) 

(PO Box 2819, Champaign, IL 61825, 18pp full size, $1) 

Earquake #41 

This is a French language zine with mostly interviews. I'm sure that Will only gave 
me this because I failed my second year of French (going on to rule the correspon¬ 
dence course, of course!). That's just fine, I could pick out a lot more words than I 
thought, so what I've gathered is that these are pretty standard interviews and 
reviews. It has the Queers, Voodoo Glow Skulls, Vanilla, and more! $ I post paid is a 
pretty good price (AG) 

(le menil/ f-8816- le thillot/ france?) 

ef~#5 

efhas a very appealing dark look to it at first A lot of 
the layouts show real flashes of brilliance and promise. 

For such a young zine, ef looks to be well on its way to 
becoming a very comprehensive zine. This issue has 
interviews with Shades Apart and Deadguy; an article 
on how to silkscreen, columns (one of which is very mov¬ 
ing) and the faithful reviews section. (BVH) 

($1.50 PPD to: 148 Hillside St. #2, Boston, MA 
02120 ) 

ERETHISM #3 

Jesus! How many interviews with the Queers can you 
read without vomiting? Too much stuff about 
punk/trend/fashion and too damn many Queers 
reviews but the rest of the zine consisting of opinion 
articles about Billy Graham, extremist political groups, 
a high school cafeteria, and other rants are pretty well 
written. (KB) 

($1 * 72 Plymouth St. * Montclair, NJ 07042) 

EXERCISE IN FUTILITY #47 

A lot of teenage whining in this zine but I like it 
Brian whines about his roommates, Chris complains 
about a Weston show full of pre-pubescent girl fans, 

Jimmy mouths off about riot grrls... it’s all pretty 
funny.Then there's interviews with the Parasites 
(including some really dumb questions,) a band called the Ten Commandments, 
and Jamie Getz from Outcome (I don't know who he is either, and the interview 
doesn’t tell you.) Needs some work, but the attitude is there and it's definitely 
worth half a buck. (]T) 

(Brian Futile, 38 S. Madison St, Allentown PA 18102 50 cents or trade) 

THE EXTREME VOL. 1 #5 

This zine is a collection of short stories, poetry, columns and cartoons. All of it’s well 
written and put together very neatly and professionally. Good night reading. (RH) 
($1.00 Andersen Silva 49 Summit Ave Garfield, NJ 07026) 

FAULTY MINDBOMB #5 

Most/y poetry, this zine out of Ohio does include some reviews, brief show, zine and 
record reviews plus an interview with Nostromo. (RH) 

(? Rob Brewer 3138 Pinnacle Park Moraine, OH 45418) 


Fern #10 

It’s hard to say that one issue of Fern is better than another, but this is by far the 
most incredible Fernzine I’ve ever read!! Kim Fern has become a wonderful writer 
over the years. She has a knack at being introspective without being horribly emo 
about it all. Fernzine is by far one of the best fanzines being put out right now & 
number ten is no exception to that rule! (DS) 

($1.50 PO Box 11496 Milwaukee WI 53211) 

Fuzzy Heads are better #2 

This zine is so good that I can forgive Patti for calling my favorite comic book, 
Optic Nerve, emo! This is a 114 size fanzine that is literally busting out of its sta¬ 
ples it is so full of stuff. There are tons of interviews with not just bands, but a film 
maker, some fanzine producers, and just a fucking ton of other stuff. There is so 
much writing in this magazine that it excites me just looking at it!! (DS) 

($1.00 293 Clinton St Tbronto Canada M6G 2Y7) 


GAG MEE! 

80's kids who are today’s punks on a rampage? You 
decide. Fluff, glamour and more bad music than you can 
shake yer fist at Everything 80’s is in here, from Breakin’ 
to Breakfast Club, DuranDuran to Desperately Seeking 
Susan. Creem top 10 from early 80’s that has Go-Go's 
as the best new band. Just when did punk sellout any¬ 
way? It’s enough 80isms to gag mee with a 2X4. As a 
young adult, I hated the 80's even more than I hated the 
70's when I was a child. And I think I hate the 90 s too, 
but I'll have to see how the final years play themselves 
out Call me a misanthrope, I don't care. What else is 
there to say about this mag? Plenty of choice cut-and- 
paste jobs from 80’s mags, cheesy article tidbits and 
photos galore.The remembrances by writers of some of 
their experiences during that decade. 80’s sitcom cross¬ 
word included for brainy types, and all for one low price. 

I think the Bouncing Souls would love this zine. (KK) 
($2.00 c/o Blacklist Mailorder 475 Valencia 
(2nd floor), San Francisco, CA 94103) 

GENERAL ELEPHANT #3 

/ really like this zine. Lots and lots of reading which I like 
in a zine. Even though it's a little sloppy I like it anyway. 
It's got a lot of Alison's personal thoughts plus letter, 
interviews, reviews, stories and more. (RH) 

($1.00 Alison Haimson 531 Main St #6 Irwin, 
PA 15642) 


Gnomo Da Tasmania #5 (2/95) 

From Brazil, and written in Portuguese (I think). It has addresses for bands and 
zines in Brazil, and ads that might come in handy if you were going there. I don’t 
know the language, so there’s not much else to say. (JC) 

(Gnomo da Tasmania, Rua Libia 142 Apt 105, Vila da Penha-Rio de 
Janeiro/RJ, CEP 21210-780, Brazil, 16pp full size, no price listed) 

Greg Jaw 

This is sick. Anti-Dolphin, comic killing comic book zine. Some of this is REALLY 
funny. The rest of it is pretty stupid. (AG) 

(free; 46 Herman Rd. Edison NJ 06637) 

The Grimoire of Exalted Deeds #3 

This is a death-metal zine that somebody was handing out at an Anal Cunt show I 


















went to recently. Now, I know you probably don’t give two shits about death metal. 
The reason a decided to review this is that it is VERY original, bizarre, and enter¬ 
taining, and if you're into zines you might want to check it out Here's a sample, 
from an interview with some band called Svaroc... “Hath thou ever felt as if thou 
wert sitting on melted cheese?" “You are fish playing in water. I am bird coming. You 
not see. Water is all you know." Get the idea? (JC) 

(243 Ackerman Ave., Clifton, NJ 07011, 40pp full-size, $2 cash only) 


(Marie Koetje 1659 Lamberton Lake Drive Grand Rapids, MI 49505) 

HELLBENDER #90210 

This zine reminds me a lot of Change zine. Lots of ranting and interviews. Included: 
Farside, some guy from the state penitentiary, Slayer....ok? (RH) 

($2.00 Jason Horton PO Box 547 Vails gate, NY 12584 


Gumption #2 

This is a very intelligently and personally written zine that deals with women's 
(Womyn's?) issues. Included is a first person account of rape.The article goes on to 
describe how women (womyn?) were uniformly outraged, while men were quick to call 
her crazy, or bitter... Makes me feel sort of bad for sharing gender with creeps like the 
rapist mentioned above (thorn kiepach), as well as the guys that doubted her.Then 
comes an article on patriarchal society....This is all great 
stuff. I think this was actually supposed to be sent to 
Brian Czarnick, but obviously he didn't get itThat’s good 
for me, because this is a very good zine. (AG) 

(p.o. box 7564 annarbor, mi 48107) 

Hahaxfa 

Ooh! Another foreign language zine....this time in 
Portuguese. I think I did pretty well. Using the (I'm 
not sure why) English headlines, I dug through the 
Spanish as hard as I could....This features an article 
on the influential horror genius H.P. Lovecraft; friendly 
dictators; and bizarre comics with an incredibly well 
endowed naked guy running across cliffs (or some¬ 
thing like that). Looks neat, and if you know 
Portuguese, then you should definitely get it! (AG) 

(No 85 Centro/ Rua Conde de Bonfim/no 100-B/ 

Tijuca, CEP/ 20520-053 rio de Janeiro. RJ 
Brasil) 

HARDWARE #6 

Really nice punk rock zine here. It's got all you need. 

Inside: Los Crudos,Assfactor 4, Devoid of Faith, 

Monster X, reviews of every kind, letters, scene 
reports, gossip: please just buy it! (RH) 

($2.00 Dave K 216 West Munsell Ave. Linden, 

NJ 07036) 

Heavy Rotation #6 

Plan on spending an afternoon with this one — 
there's a lot in it And it's pretty heavy going so don't 
plan anything else for the afternoon. It's full of “fuck you if you don't like it" punk 
arrogance, which can get a bit tiresome, especially when the attitude overwhelms 
the argument. On the plus side, there are a lot of well-thought-out opinions, tons of 
detailed reviews (including BOOK reviews), and a Meatmen interview. Oh, the 
books reviewed include two Dave Barry books, three Rollins books, and three oth¬ 
ers. Fuck you if you don't like it (JC) 

(PO Box 3204, Brandon, FL 33509, 28pp full size, $1.50 US, $3.00 for¬ 
eign) 



HELLBOUND #9 

My favorite format - legal-size paper folded in half - and completely free of that lo-fi 
twee-pop crap for which Olympia has become famous.There are some tongue in cheek 
travel guides and tour diaries, a Gas Huffer interview, and a pro-police opinion piece. 
There's a Bad Religion interview in which the band members go off the deep end, which 
is kind of funny; a satiric section on conspiracy theories, and a good reviews section. 
Definitely worth checking out (jT) 

(1001 Cooper Pt Rd SW, #140-194, Olympia WA 
98502 $2) 

HO LI WUN #4 

As the cover says, “cut-n-paste mrr wouldn't under¬ 
stand". It is actually a nice job. Inside are phone scam 
tips, poetry, interviews with Avail and Corm plus the 
usual reviews. Well worth the price. (RH) 

(Free Dave Brown 106 Hood Hall-Ithaca College 
Ithaca, NY 14850) 

Humbug Volunteer-#2 

What this zine lacks in appearances, it makes up for in 
honest writing and weIPconducted interviews. This issue 
has interviews with Avail, Outpunk, Pansy Division, The 
Queers and Carbomb. The best thing in the issue is an 
account of the editors' run-ins with Lars of Rancid. 
Fucking hilarious! Get this now!!!!! (BVH) 

(Send $1.25 or 4 stamps c/o: PJ Stoops 2918 
Durango Ct., College Station, TX 77845) 

I am the thumbtack #2 

This has an interview with Popsickle (another post Green 
Day “ big guitars x commercial accessibility" band. Awful 
live act) and some intermittently interesting stuff. Most 
of it is pretty boring though. It's got reviews and other 
zine standards....$ I is a bit too much if you ask me, but 
hey, they're new to the game, right? (AG) 

(P.O. Box 156 Warrensburg MO 64093) 

IN EFFECT #6 

Full size zine with a color paper cover. Interviews with Murphy's Law, 25 Ta Life, 
H20, Killing Time, Sub Zero. Clean, simple layouts with lots of nice photos. 

Someone really took time with this. Also a few short show reviews and some record 
reviews. I found this to be very straightforward and refreshingly lacking in bullshit If 
you like zines with lots of focus on music, get this one. (LR) 

(c/o Chris Wynne / 119-16 8th Avenue / College Point NY 11356 ($2.50 pp 
or $2 + 2 stamps)) 


A Hiding Place # 1 

After the intro, this fanzine had won me over! This is an intelligently produced zine 
about a girls experiences growing up different in a town in Michigan.The thought 
put into the articles (about Christian ethics & about classism among other things) 
really shows through & quite often are new ways of looking at rote issues. Also, the 
drawings are nice touches to the whole thing. All in all, a great piece of work!! (DS) 


INNOVATIVE PLAGIARISM #5 

This issue is almost all record reviews, mostly recent punk with a little ska.There's a 
tour diary from Spain by Bad Religion's Greg Graffin, a couple of opinion columns, 
and a piece on Japanese bands from a Japanese correspondent whose English is a 
bit hard to understand. Not a lot of meat on this one but the reviews are well- 
informed and don't pull any punches. (JT) 















(6633 Paseo Del Morte, Anaheim CA 92807 $1) 


($1; POBox 667 Prior Lake MN 55372) 


Inty Binty #11-14 

Every time I see one of these great one-pagers I am amazed.This one has great 
artwork, comics, reviews, a rant or two, all with the kind of style and personality 
that makes you feel like you've gotten to know the writer a bit Then you pick up 
some doorstop-sized zine and it all seems like such an extravagant waste of paper. 
(Oops, what page is this review on?) Anyhow, send Tony an envelope and check out 
his zine. (JC) 

(Tony Binty, PO Box 621, Grayslake, IL 60030, 4pp half size, $0.00 + 
long SASE) 

It’s Alive #12 

A clean, intelligent and entertaining zine about the Oxnard scene.The focus seems 
to be on bands and people from the 80s, but it does¬ 
n't sink into a nostalgia or where-are-they-now rut 
Interviews with Greg Ginn, Dave Casillas, and Youth 
brigade, and a bit about the origins of Nardcore. (JC) 

(900 Azalea St., Oxnard, CA 93030, 32pp full 
size, $1 USA, $2 Can, $3 World) 

The J. Cruelty Catalog 

this is the "J. Cruelty in Eastern Europe" issue. There’s 
a lot of good stuff going on in this zine. There are 
tales of a long stay in Prague (including coverage 
[with photos!] of a clash between Punks and some 
Nazi skins. And other interesting things. Some of the 
stuff is really funny.There are a lot of campy pictures 
with great political commentary written into voice 
and thought bubbles. There are interviews as 
well(which brings me to the BIG problem)including 
one with Peter Bergman of the Black Hand. If I'm 
not mistaken, the Black Hand are a militant Serbian 
Nationalist group. In fact, the Black Hand started 
World War I by assassinating Franz Ferdinand. 

Serbian nationalism is the driving force in the 
Croatian war.Frightening. (AG) 

(1450 Sheldon Street St Paul, Minnesota 55108) 

Jibberish #7 

Some sample quotes: "Capitalism’s development of 
basing everything in the world on some kind of mon¬ 
etary unit has developed the hierarchical problem 
that we are faced with in social inequality."‘The 
Vomiting Leprechauns...play a crusty, aggressive, hardcore style with a Rancid and 
G.G. Allin influence." [What a combo!] This zine has its moments but overall I 
found it a bit of a chore to read.Then again, do you really care what I think? (JC) 
(John, 411 Church Street, Chapel Hill, NC 27514, 28pp full size, $2 ppd) 

Jumbo Shrimp #9 

This got a very good review in MRR, but I wasn't terribly impressed (I almost never 
agree with MRR's zine reviews....). None of the stuff (short snippets about suppos¬ 
edly meaningful punk things, or slightly shorter snippets about totally inane bullshit) 
struck me as being very interesting, as my attention span is only long when I'm 
reading. If you’re into the average zine thing, then this is for you.The writers avoid 
thinking by talking only briefly about thoughtless things. Oh well I learned a couple 
things.... I.) Unfortunately, not everyone in Impetus Inter is as incredibly gifted a 
writer as the illustrious David Hake....2.) Not everything from the Twin Cities rules. 
(AG) 



KAOTIC ORDER #6/#7 

A computer disaster meant Jay couldn't use his regular collection of spiff/ fonts and 
half-toned pics in issue 6, but guess what? The sloppy cut ‘n’paste layouts are total¬ 
ly punk and the best part of the issue (along with the Green Day mini-poster 
pinup and the funny directions for hanging same up on your wall and using it to 
impress girls.) Otherwise you get some sketchy reviews, some jokes, and some opin¬ 
ion columns that didn't seem like anyone thought about them for any length of 
time. #7 has more artwork, better opinion columns (including a defense of one in 
#6 that argued that punks should be elitist and reject people who aren’t as "cool" 
as they are,) and more reviews. (]T) 

(Jay, 109 Pilgrim Cir, Madison AL 35758 2 stamps or trade) 


KIDS WITH GOGGLES #3 

Half-size, Xeroxed. I happen to think mailing coins is a 
big pain in the ass. I would rather send stamps or a 
buck. But who asked me? This zine was formerly called 
Octopus. Editor Adam is a high school student who is 
really into Leadbelly; there's a great story all about him 
with pictures and everything. Adam invites you to pass 
the zine on to someone else when you’re done reading 
it; "someone who would like it" (LR) 

(c/o Adam Miller / PO Box 19353 / Minneapolis, 
MN 55419 Fifty cents) 

Left Wing Anti Authoritarian Clip 
Art-5th Edition 

I guess this is pretty self-explanatory, but it kicks ass! 
Twenty-three pages with thousands of graphics in one lit¬ 
tle booklet that all say "smash the state" in one way or 
another . This is cool as shit! (WD) 

(Fifty Cents; LWAACA; c/o Jackalope; 2118 
Central Ave SE No 114; Albuquerque, NM 
87106) 

LSD #5 

The title stands for Ufe Sucks, Deal With It It’s a har¬ 
rowing diary-like zine from a high school student who’s 
having a rough time. There’s a story about the night she 
didn’t come home, and the aftermath when her parents 
came to get her the next day, and a piece on why she 
doesn’t feel safe at school.There are some reviews and 
band interviews too, but the personal parts of this perzine are so personal, they're 
almost scary. (JT) 

(Sarah, 3118 FM 528 Suite 123, Webster TX 77598 $1) 

MAKE ROOM #5 

A few things bothered me about this zine right off the bat I) it’s not stapled, 2) it 
starts out with record reviews, and 3) it does the annoying newspaper/magazine 
"continued on p. 25". Overall it's decent with stories about shows, interviews with 
The Satans and Impala, and reviews but not particularly exciting. Has an obvious 
garage/surf slant He also made 2 disturbing comments concerning homosexuals 
that I’m not sure were jokes. (KB) 

($1 * MR c/o lypo * 3118 Keller * Temple, TX 76504) 

MOLD #3 

A pretty good cut-n-paste zine that obviously a lot of time, thought, and effort went 


















into. A lot about the meaning of life and tons of personal stories about family, being 
young, and general experiences, opinions, reviews, etc. A cut above all the shitty 
zines coming out nowadays but the editrix prints too many pictures of herself. (KB) 
($1 * Daina Mold * PO Box 1171 * Hampton, NH 03842) 

MOO COW #16 

I really, really dig this zine. There isn’t much actually but I love the shit it has got 
It’s only 4 pages of reviews and insightful personal rants that make this zine fuck¬ 
ing good. (RH) 

(stamps?? 38 Larch Circle Belmont, MA 02178 

Mr. Jingle #2 


enough is pretty cool/unique, but he also as stories, UFO things, etc. A very DIY, per¬ 
sonal type zine. Definitely worth it (MB) 

(75C; 5501 Valley Ln.; Edina, MN 55439) 

NO ROOM FOR SQUARES #2 

More good photos in this mag from Max in Sarasota (soon moving to Portland.) 
Some of the articles here are real touchy, Max coming to grips with some personal 
tragedies and using writing to work through a good measure of them. The “Disney 
Weird” article was fairly humorous, an acid-flavored descriptive piece about ‘meric- 
as favorite theme park. Loads of zine and record reviews and a huge interview with 
Avail. Pretty nice layout and again, excellent camera work. A good effort (KK) 
($2.00 to Recluse Productions 5537 Old Ranch Rd. Sarasota, FL 34241) 


The cover says,'These damn piss monkeys are driving me nutty!!”The promising 
cover had me digging enthusiastically into the package. This is a very short, autobio¬ 
graphical, punk comic. Sort of depressing really. 

Interesting. Some of it’s funny, some of it’s sad. None 
of it is drawn terribly well, but who cares, this is 
punk. If I had to grade it, this would get a B-, and 
that’s the only way I could think of to rate this. It 
could get a lot better with time. (AG) 

($1/ 163 buena vista dr, Dekalb IL 60115) 

MTM #5 

Austin is one of my favorite cities and there’s a really 
cool punk scene there that isn’t getting any expo¬ 
sure, so this zine was a pleasant surprise. Interviews 
with Skinned Teens, Self Help Seminar, and Olive 
from the local scene, also a piece on Polvo, some 
stuff on Satanism, why the editor is a freak magnet, 
and some pro-feminist rants. Remember Austin is 
where they made the movie Slacker and the disjoint¬ 
ed and slightly spacey quality of this zine makes a 
whole lot more sense. (jT) 

(Lula, 2002A Guadalupe #133, Austin TX 78705 

$ 1 ) 

Mutant Renegade Zine #5 

This one is the good ole’ Sex issue. Some info on 
STD’s. Some top five lists like...”top five dead woman 
I’d like to perform necrophilia on.”And a chat with 
Shutter to Think. Sex, Sex, Sex. (BC) 

($1.50ppd/ M.R.Z. P.O. Box 3445, Dayton, Ohio. 

45401) 

MY OWN FANZINE #1 



Nude and Rude Review# 2 

Well Chicago’s Nude and Rude review takes a look at 
the hip-hop graffiti scene in a way that no other zine I’ve 
seen does. The full color section in the middle features 
lots of local taggers. This issue also has an interview with 
Skapone. The Nude part of the title holds true as there 
are many b/w pictures of supermodels in the buff. (BC) 
($2.00ppd/ Nude and Rude review P.O. box 
138386 Chicago, IL. 60613) 

Oculus Magazine-Vol IV, #2 

Oculus seems to be slanted more towards progressive 
underground music, sparked by more adventurous, 
almost deconstructionist layouts. This issue has inter¬ 
views with Thinking Fellers Local Union 282, Tad, The 
Tadpoles and Soul Coughing; some fiction, reviews and 
an article and reviews on ambient music. (BVH) 

(No price info: PO Box 148, Hoboken, NJ 
07030) 

Outpunk#4 

Outpunk is a full-sized zine packed of info about gay 
and punk type issues. Inside was ‘The ten cutest boys in 
indie rock” by Pansy Division's Jon Ginoli. There also was 
a very informative look at the internet, and an update on 
the making of the indie movie “In search of Margo-Go” 
(which features Kathleen Hanna of Bikini Kill.) All this 
and lots of reviews makes up this great zine (even if I 
didn’t make Jon’s list) (BC) 

($2.00ppd/ Outpunk P.O.Box 170501, San 
Francisco, CA. 94117) 


Half-size, Xeroxed. A story about a Bob Mould show, a cynical essay about friend¬ 
ship (which, I’m afraid, seems pretty accurate), and a nice little memorial to the 
late Frank Zappa. Also a cool short rant on “alternative” music (as in, what’s so 
alternative about it) and some reviews. My favorite is the hand-drawn Ramones 
crossword puzzle. I’d pay a dollar for that alone, any day. My one serious gripe is 
about this zine is the MARGINS. Ouch. It’s enough to make even the most apathet¬ 
ic copy shop worker cluck their tongue and shake their head. Live and learn, I 
guess. (LR) 

(c/o Daffy Hoenack / 5501 Valley Lane / Edina, MA 55439/ $1) 


OX# 19 

Urn, I don’t speak German, so I can’t tell you much more about this foreign coun¬ 
terpart to MRR then what is inside. Interviews with New Bomb Turks, Tony 
Adolescent, Greg Ginn, Crypt Records, Alice D on ut,TVTV$, Voodoo Glow Skulls, 
Chumbawamba.Also has news, columns, recipes, comics, live, record and zine 
reviews and a CD compilation featuring Good Riddance, Jughead’s Revenge, Legal 
Weapon, Schlep rock, Blanks 7 7, Tattooed Corpse, Face Value, Earth Crisis and much 
more. Layouts are little dry, but it’s a good effort (BVH) 

(PO Box 14 34 45, D-45264 Essen, Germany) 


(My Own) Fanzine #2 

This zine looks pretty normal and generic from the outside, but contains a vast 
wealth of originality upon reading more.The guy fucking adores Jethro Tull.That 


PAPERCUT #2 

Mini-zine with some good if familiar rants (pc, straight edge, vandalism,) an inter¬ 
view with the Texas band Minervous, a piece by a punk who’s in Navy bootcamp 
and trying to keep his sanity (and identity) intact, and a short reviews section. 































Kinda thin but headed in the right direction. (JT) 

(Chad, 202 Ester, Orange TX 77630 $1) 

PEPITO S FOLDER #4 

Good, good, good..Pepito is the man. Just buy this zine okay? Punk rock sheeiit 
straight out of Pepito’s universe. (RH) 

(Donations/free Brandon YU 1134 W. Loyola Box 773 Chicago, IL 60626) 

Personality Closet #1 

This is a really cool perzine with "entries" like a diary, poems and fiction. I personal¬ 
ly am not much of a poetry fan, but the personal writings are cool as shit and 
from the heart relating to her thoughts and life and why the world is icky.The fic¬ 
tion is really cool too and has a good feel to it (shit, she won a contest for her writ¬ 
ing TRUST ME!). So, get one silly! (WD) 

($1; Ammi Keller; 235 Garth Rd B-3A; 

Scarsdale, NY 10583 

PIXIE STOMP #1 

"Anyone who says they don’t have recurring night¬ 
mares about their zine being complete shit is a UAR 
and I don’t want to talk to them,’’ says Natalia in her 
opening editorial. Good point Sometimes we should 
listen to our dreams. This is basically a stream-ofcon- 
sciousness (or kitchen sink) type zine. Some of it is 
scribbled and some of it is typed (and some of it is 
printed in tiny type that’s too hard to read.) (JT) 

(Natalia, 3766 Gunston Rd, Alexandria VA 

22302 50 cents) 

PMS #6 

Wow! I really liked this a lot. Very much queer ori¬ 
ented in content though mainly in a personal and 
personal-interest way rather than just trying to 
exclusively pander or reach out to other queer- 
punks. Ints with Fifth Column, Ben Foster (about 
Homocore), and Larry Livermore, a very interesting 
essay about drag shows (and why they are mysogy- 
nist yet still accepted by the general public) and a 
neat little section summarizing 24 different cities 
the editor traveled to in 2 months time.There is a 
lot more to this but it’s really too bad that he is 
moving back to England and has to charge more 
for postage. The address is still the same however. 

(KB) 

($4 * PO Box 2563 * Cambridge, MA 02238) 



PULLED MINTS #2 

This has a little bit of everything: an interview with a sex goddess, comics, interest¬ 
ing facts, strange correspondence to the government and NASA, prose, fiction, 
reviews - the list goes on. Very creative with a light-hearted, humorous feel. (KB) 

(PM c/o Voit/Levinson * 1020 W. Franklin St. #2 * Richmond, VA 23220) 

PUNK LUST #16 

The cover of this mag has a huge pic of Barbara Streisand on it, under the banner 
of"Babs Lust’’. There’s Hebrew writing adorning a number of pages here. I felt like 
I was in Miami again, being spoon-fed gefilte fish by me dear-departed grandma. 
Ack. Anyway, this mag is kinda short, but does more than a standard two-line blurb 
on the few record and show reviews contained inside.There are some pretty cool 
drawings, two poems (one really good, one fairly bad) and some interesting photos. 
This mag has apparently been around since 1981, so I’ll give ’em my punk seal of 
approval for sticktoitivness. Seems a bit out there, which 
is not necessarily a bad thing. Multi<olored pages are a 
big plus in my book. (KK) 

(No price listed - 2418 Western Ave. Seattle, WA 
98121-1322) 

Pyrobolum #3 

An old zine, and it looks old. It’s from about 1990 and 
it’s about Europe. It's a pretty normal 80’s thick zine. It’s 
got really small typewritten material along with cut outs 
from comics and magazines. It includes an article on 
Paganism, a tour diary, and some interviews. (MB) 
(Bruno; PO Box 447; 9000 Gent 1; Belgium) 

the rain that fell last night made 
me fall in love with you #714 

This zine should be pretty widely known by now because 
of it’s great layout, poetry, and stories. A very emotional 
effort, but with a very political edge.Travel, emotion, fear, 
etc. This really is an amazing zine and if you don’t have 
it in your collection, you most certainly should. BTW, it’s 
named 7 / 4 after the house that he and his friends were 
evicted from in Santa Rosa. (MB) 

(Robert; POB 15306; Santa Rosa, CA 95402) 

rivets hold the world together #4 

she "doesn’t want sympathy, just understanding.’’ OK, I 
understand she’s angry, but why should I like a zine with 
page after page saying that everyone who is not her rep- 

__ resents everything she despises? A little zinette about 

being that pudgy girl that no one cared about in about ten sentences. Hmm. (MB) 
f714 Silverwood Tr.: North Little Rock, AR 72116) 


POLYVINYL PRESS #2 

The best thing about this zine is the pictures. Just about every band or show review 
is accompanied by a photo, and that’s always a nice touch.The centerfold shot of 
Poster Children is excellent There are also interviews with Poster Children and C- 
Clamp, plus enough zine and record reviews to keep one plenty busy. Keep up the 
clickin’, kids! (KK) 

($1.00 to POBox 1885 Danville II. 61834-1885) 

Profane Existence #25 

It’s a new issue of Profane, and as always, it’s superb!! As expected, radical poli¬ 
tics, interviews with grindcore bands, reviews, columns, & a great piece on home 
brewing! (DS) 

($2.00 PO Box 8722 Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


RUDE #1 

A lot of the content can be summed up thus (I paraphrase due to space considera¬ 
tions) .-"Rules for group living: I: Don’t Fuck Your Roommates. 2. Fuck The Rules.’’ 
Two girls, two guys, lots o’ sex, with a sort of Mickey-Mouse-Club "C’mon, Gang!’’ 
feeling.To their credit, though they swing every way possible, they don’t get hung up 
on "labels". Some of it reads as a "true confession" about how they all got together. 
I’m suspicious for a few reasons; chiefly that they divide so neatly into "Hunk sexy 
guy/Sexy babe girl/Cute smart guy/Cute smart girl" categories that I felt a little bit 
like I was watching an episode of Scooby Doo.They don’t mention condoms or age 
statements -1 recommend both. (LR) 

(Box R 9604 SE 5th Street / Vancouver, WA 98664 / $2) 






































Rust #1 (Spring 95) 

A Northwest hardcore zine. Professionally done, with excellent photographs and 
even a Sick Of It All centerfold! No kidding. Also pinball reviews, show reviews, a 
vegan recipe, and a listing of band's web pages. I liked the opinions in this zine — 
heavy on the personal responsibility, and on not falling for the traps that society 
has laid for us. (]C) 

(PO Box 2293, Seattle, WA 98111, 24pp full size, no price but send a 
buck or two) 

SCHTUFFF... # 3 

/ was very impressed with this mag from start to finish. Healthy, humor-laden writ¬ 
ing and a take-no-prisoners honesty reverberates throughout like a Chuck 
Dukowski bassline (ooo, the imagery...) The editor, Jason Schreurs (Terminal City 
columnist), really reached me with a piece about his paternal father (who he's 
never met) This kind of gut-level writing really is 
worth seeking out and this mag is full of same. A 
good article on dealing with record labels. Ample pho¬ 
tos. Interviews with McRackins and some clueless 
dweeb (had to say it Jason) from the Powell River 
Pro-Life Association (quoting scripture and all that) 

Shitloads of zine and record reviews, a gig diary (not 
as bad as all the bad press states) and the dude 
even replies in print to letters from readers. A nice 
touch. Receives my nomination for best zine of the 
batch I got to review for this issue. More, more. (KK) 

($2.00 to 7110 Westminster St. Powell River, 

B.C., Canada V8A-1C6) 

Sivullinen #17 

Do you remember those heavy metal kids from high 
school that used to draw those really interesting 
drawings of scantily clad people chopping off body 
parts or being crucified?? Did you ever wonder what 
happened to them all?? Well, apparently they man¬ 
aged to find a guy in Finland that wanted to publish 
their artwork & so they sent them to him, and that's 
exactly what he did with them. There's a little writing 
in here (in English) but it's mostly that strange heavy 
metal art (DS) 

$3 surface, $5 airmail Kaarelantie 86 B 28 
00420 Helsinki Finland) 

SHITLOAD O SENSE #1 

Interviews galore with Tilt, Systematics, 12 Eyes, 

Furnace Face and others, which are just okay on the 
readability scale, with not too many probing questions (but who cares, it's just a 
bunch of punk bands, right?) My favorite part was a hilarious piece entitled 
“Choose-Yer-Goddamn-Adventure", a fictional play-along in which I died a number 
of times and lost various appendages. Cool. A decent first effort, but the line draw¬ 
ings and cartoons are awful, with the possible exception being a cut-and-paste col¬ 
lage of a warthog eating a Scottish guy. Also, there's a "Kick In The Ass" contest 
Send your essays about why you want a kick in the ass to the address below. (KK) 
($1.00 to Tim Donnelly 2523 Southwood Dr. S.E. Calgary, Alberta T2B 
1S6) 

Shock Treatment-#2 

Shock Treatment hails from London and is the epitome of nostalgic punk rock 
zines. Filled with old flyers, quotes, tidbits of info on old punk bands and lots of cool 
old pictures and facts.This issue has info on The Clash,The Ramones.The Damned 
and The Buzzcocks. (BVH) 



($4.00 PPD to: PO Box 4ZR London, WIA 4ZR) 

SHODDY GOODS #4 

Half-size, Xeroxed. Very nice cover art - a punked out statue of liberty. Scene 
reports, record reviews, nice political rants (did I say "nice political rants"? 
Yeesh....) The columns are substantial (the people who wrote them actually have 
something to say) and the cartoon centerfold is excellent. Visually, SG is simple 
but very well designed and fun to look at It's a great deal for the price. (LR) 
(PO Box 160150 / St. Louis, MO 63116 / twenty-five cents or 2 stamps) 

Slam it!#3 

8 pages of typed out rants about selling out Green Day, and other topics of the 
day. If you really need more on this subject get it (BC) 

($1.00ppd/Josh 4027 Old Orchard Road, York, PA. 17402) 


SLAPFY #5 

/ guess I don't have much to say about this. Interviews 
with The Crash, Scratch Bongowax and the Queers, terri¬ 
ble record reviews with no addresses, and columns about 
how-l-got-into-punk and how-my-family/friends-feel-about- 
punk, stories that are basically a dime a dozen in my 
view.They also print pictures of themselves which I find a 
tad annoying. (KB) 

($1+2 stamps * 701 Euclid Ave. * Wilm. - not a 
typo, I’m not sure what “Wilm.” is short for, DE 
19809) 

Slug & Lettuce #39 

Wow. I don't know how I managed to miss this one. It's a 
NYC-based zine just chock full of good information and 
good writing. This issue is their 9th anniversary, and it 
shows how good you can get at something if you stick 
with it Here's a quote: 1 was struck with a renewed love 
and faith in punk rock and life itself and at seeing so 
many friends and happy and friendly people all together 
sharing in that common purpose of punk rock energy — 
that feels so fucking great when you're in the middle of 
it"These are people who know what they're talking 
about and it shows. (JC) 

(c/o Christine, PO Box 2067, Peter 
Stuyvesant Station, New York, NY 10009, 

16pp tabloid size, $0.55 cash or stamps US, 
$1.35 or 3 IRCs world) 


SLUT #35 

/ really like the hipster writing - sort of punk/beatnik - that opens the zine. “I 
was a great writer and Sal was a semi-great frycook and something passed by 
us as we strutted through this town that was smoking, had huge biceps, fishnet 
stockings, like seventeen earrings, and a jet-black crewcut It asked us in a gruff 
voice:You guys got any cigs? Our reply: No." Everything else is written with the 
same teenage style overkill, from the long diary entries to the reprinted term 
paper. Too bad it’s badly layed out and printed in hard-to-read typing that strains 
the eyes. (JT) 

(5946D Green Meadow Pkwy, Baltimore MD 21209 Stamp or trade) 

Sociedade HQ News #1 

As far as I can tell, this is a Brazilian comic zine. As I'm neither Brazilian, nor inter¬ 
ested in the comics they cover here (mainly Marvel & DC type stuff) this wasn't 
really my cup of tea, and more to the point, since I couldn't really read it (it's not in 











































English), I feel kinda stupid reviewing it at all! (DS) 

(Caxia Postal 576 CEP: 20001.970 Rio De Janeiro RJ) 

SOPERIDE #2 

Pretty neat zine from New Jersey. Usual zine fare: interviews with Heft( WilLwith 
two dots on the e, I forget what it's called) and Avail, reviews, rants etc. (RH) 
($0.50+1 stamp Jimbo 217 9th St. Cresskill, NJ 07626) 

Soundvie ws- #35 

Another Soundviews? Holy shit, this thing comes out like clockwork, and none-too- 
shabby either.This action-packed issue has interviews with 108,Thom, l3,TheTellus 
Label, Agent 99, Like Wow, Saturnine 60 and Kittywinder.Also has reviews, some 
kick-ass Kurt Cobain Haiku (by none other than Jim Goad), classifieds and much 
more! (BVH) 

($2.00 PPD to: 96 Henry St., Suite 5w, 

Brooklyn, NY 11201-1713) 

Spank#11 

Well this isn’t the Spank magazine I thought it was, 
but it still is a good read. Inside you’ll find the Red 
Aunts, Godplow, Italy’s Crunch, and lots of reviews. 

(BC) 

($1.00ppd/ The Daugherty’s 1004 Rose ave. Des 
Moines, IA. 50315-3000) 

Spawn of Satan #1 & #2 

This zine consists primarily of articles copied from 
early medical and psychiatric literature. Sounds a lit¬ 
tle dry, you say? Well, here’s some sample topics: cur¬ 
ing masturbation, the history of a remarkable tumor, 
auto-fellatio, voodoo health guide, and my personal 
favorite, homosexual bestiality. From a checklist on 
recognizing the marijuana abuser:"#11 Change in 
music preference to heavy metal and punk rock.’’ 

They underlined it The zine has a queer focus, but 
there is plenty here for those with other preferences. 

(IQ 

(S.O.S. c/o Joshua Doom, 640 East 11th Street 
#5E, New York, NY 10009, 30pp full size, $3 or 
$2 and 3 stamps) 

SPEED BUMP #6 

Vitriol abounds in this mag outta Joisey. Allison rages 
against the idiocy of the world and makes some 
pretty good points when she isnlt slagging Green 

Day, an altogether overdone phenomenon at this point. I personally like this mag 
cuz I’ve always enjoyed a healthy dose of venting, so if you like getting yelled at, 
pick this up quick.There’s lots of photos, some music and zine reviews and 
Speed Bump Anti-Social Recipe #268, "How to Draino Bomb your Senior Prom.’’ 
Nuff said. (KK) 

(2 stamps to Speed Bump 1020 Raven’s Crest Dr. Plainsboro, NJ 08536) 

Spoonfight (Vegan Manual to kitchen terrorism) 

This is GREAT! Vegan recipes with neat words and pictures tossed in between. It’s 
pretty funny....nice to see someone approach veganism minus Earth Crisis.This also 
shows you how to get certain nutrients out of vegan-safe foods. I’m gonna go cook 
some of these recipes tonight! (AG) 

(PO BOX 12641; Berkeley, CA 94712) 



STALEMATE FANZINE # 3 

A "Crazy Neighbor Checklist", Interviews with Weston and Vraja Kishor Dag of 108, 
and a ton of music reviews, all done with a healthy dose of humor. There’s a "Jack 
the Ripper: Exposed’’ article, some short fiction and a bunch of other stuff. Pretty 
darn good. (KK) 

($1.00 to Tomas @ 20 Cobum Rd. Manchester, CT 06040) 

Stupid #3 

This person has a very unhealthy obsession with massmurders and death. Which is 
probably the way he likes it It’s definitely interesting because it contains stories and 
comics about murder. I’m not sure I’d support this delinquency, but you might (MB) 
($1 or trade; Slapper; POB 1134; Matteson, IL 60443) 

Sty Zine #21 

Wow. This is one tiny zine. It’s so small that I lost it a 
few times in my bedroom & had to turn the place 
upside down looking for the damn thing so I could 
write this review. This is an interesting mix of personal 
writings, that are really good, and little art pieces that 
aren’t as good (did anyone else think it was ironic to 
have a "TV IS A DRUG’’ page across from a page cele¬ 
brating vegan coffee??).You’ve got to have good eyes to 
read this thing, as it’s absolutely minuscule (did I say 
that already)! Oh yeah, for reasons unexplained, the 
magazine reads backwards!! (DS) 

(C50 PO Box 2192 Bloomington IN 47402-2192) 

Suburban Voice-#36 

This issue has interviews with New Bomb Turks, 
Arcwelder, Bad Religion, Wayne Kramer,The Queers, Raw 
Power, God and Texas and Type 0 Negative. Also included 
are the usual reviews and such. It also comes with a 
Dischord Tribute/AIDS Benefit 1’’ with Sinkhole, Horace 
Pinker, Bruisers and Shattered Silence doing covers of 
Minor Threat, Dag Nasty, Iron Cross and Faith songs, 
respectively. Get it! (BVH) 

($3.50 PPD to: PO BOX 2746, Lynn, MA 01903) 

Teenage Lovestories #2 

This zine has two cute stories. I’m pretty sure they’re not 
true, but the second one may be true. Teenage lovesto- 
ries....yeah.These aren’t written all that well, but they’re 
sort of fun, funny, etc... Mostly handwritten, personal 
sounding stuff. Then some "normal’’ zine stuff....this isn’t 

bad.(AG) 

($1; p.o. box. 292. Lexington KY 40584) 

THOUGHT-CASTE #1 

Pretty interesting read, this mag full of poetry, fiction and articles. A good AT&T 
scam, and interview with a pair of 7-year old twins, and a transcript from a radio 
show about the demise of Slamdek Records.The poetry section features some par¬ 
ticularly strong pieces, with my favorites being the works of Paul Weinman.There’s 
also a little pull-out comic by the above-mentioned Weinman, who’s also a fairly 
accomplished artist, it appears. Can’t wait to see Issue #2. (KK) 

($1.00 to Tim Kersey 12426 Kingsley Dr. Louisville, KY 40229) 

Thousand Year War #6 

this is a short zine with some good information on the actions of multinational 
corporations (including a bit about how supporting Fugazi and neurosis is sup- 
















porting breast cancer!). There's an analysis of the historical interpretations of 
Pink and Blue....This is pretty interesting. There's other stuff in here too. Nice 
stuff nice zine. (AG) 

(P.O. Box 333 stn E Toronto Ontario m6h-4e3, Canada.) 

TONGUE BATH #5 

Spiral bound with a multi<olor cover. Interviews with Cows, Zipgun, John Flansburg 
of They Might Be Gants, 7 Year Bitch, Killdozer. Some record reviews. I got bored 
with it visually; endless monotonous type. I’d like to see them dress it up a bit But 
hey that's just me. If you like band interviews without a lot of stupid filler, you will 
like this. (LR) 

PO Box 23275 / Baltimore, MD 21203 / $1.50 


Trailer Trash #2 

A fun collection of the usual zine stuff plus clippings 
and other weird junk. A recurring theme is the hor¬ 
rors of working: in retail, as a temp, for a big compa¬ 
ny, etc. — a wide-open and fertile subject Also 
Christian dating tips for teenagers, stuff from bulletin 
boards (not the computer kind), and lots of comics. 
Sloppy in a cool sort of way, but still easy to read. I 
like it (IQ 

(Michelle Shute, 3216 Old Brompton, Memphis, 
TN 38115, 46pp full size, $2 ppd) 

UNDERBITE #1 

You'd figure they surf and skate in Hawaii, but is 
there a "scene’’ there? According to Mike, there is, 
even if it is a small one. This issue is his attempt at 
making it better. There’s an interview with Honolulu 
punks the Power Pellets, and Mike’s adventures trying 
to buy records through mailorder (probably a big deal 
when you live in Hawaii and can’t get to any cool 
punk stores!) Classifieds and some live photos too. 
Check it out (JT) 

(Mike, PO Box 10798, Honolulu HI 96816 2 
stamps or trade) 

Under The Volcano-#25 

Interviews with Peter Murphy, Avail, Brainiac, Caspar 
Brotzman Massaker, No Use For a Name, Super 
Electro Records; columns, Donny the Punk, articles 
and the usual reviews. (BVH) 

($2.00 PPD to: PO Box 236 Nesconset, NY 
11767) 


UNWIN #3 

Half-size, Xeroxed. Came with a teabag. Thanks! Interview with New Bomb Turks 
and Editor Anna’s amusing tales about her trip to Finland. Anna offers free adds, as 
long as they aren’t too big, and she collects personal classified ads from all over the 
place which she compiles in a special section of her zine. This is technically a free¬ 
bie (2 stamps by mail) and a nice one. (LR) 

(PO Box 15 / Laurel MD / 20725-0015 / 2 Stamps) 

Violation Fez #3 

Perhaps it’s the fact that there are already a thousand "travel’’ themed fanzines 
out there, but this issue ofVioFez (‘The Travel Issue’’) didn’t impress me as much 
as the previous two issues of the zine. Now, let me frame that by saying that even 
a bad issue of Violation Fez is about 1000 times better than most zines out there. 



This features a true-life adventure of a band on tour, and two fiction pieces about 
traveling, plus theVioFez standard Best/Worst lists & artwork. (DS 
($1.00 5 Warfield Place Northampton MA 01060) 

Wanna Communicate? #5 

Aside from the reproductions of Atari game paddles on the cover, I can’t say I liked 
this zine too much. Fairly boring stuff, interviews with a few bands, a few articles on 
Star Wars (there’s something new), and (of all things) reproductions of flyers done 
by anonymous new york art world scenesters, the Guerrilla Girls. However, this 
fanzine almost redeemed itself my a one page piece on Degrassi Jr. High!! (DS) 
($1.00 16 Willow St. Bayonee NJ 07002) 

What? #1 

This first issue of the new zine What? has a New York theme to it It features such 
talented writers as Mykel Board, George Tabb, Jennifer 
Blowdryer, and Tad to name a few. The pieces all revolve 
around life in the Big Apple. The center section even has 
some great HT cartoons. Great reading for both lovers 
and non-lovers of New York. (BC) 

($2.00ppd/ Tad 609 Worth, Pittsburgh, PA. 
15217) 

Wire #8 (June 95) 

Half a punk zine and half a bicycle freestyle zine. (I’m 
guessing at the terminology, so don’t get pissed if I get it 
wrong...) There’s all the usual reviews and stuff plus 
interviews with riders and lots of pictures of bikes. 
Everything has a strong Mass/RI focus. (JQ 
(Kieran Chapman, 37 Baltic St. Box 3, S. 
Attleboro, MA 02703, 44pp half size, $1) 

Woozy #7 

Well this Australian zine looks great but I can't read 
Australian. (Just kiddin’) Inside was music reviews, comics, 
and stuff about Elvis. Hey it can’t be bad if they got 
Elvis. (BC) 

($1.50ppd/ Woozy P.O. Box 4434, Melbourne 
University, Parkville, 3052, Victoria, Australia) 

You Could Do Worse-#4 

This magazine claims that it is the "off-road-vehicle of 
the music world.’’ Now how could I pass up a claim like 
that? Unfortunately, YCDW proves to be an old Chevy 
LUV instead of the monster truck advertised on the 
cover. Catering to the more progressive or college rock 
scene, this issue has interviews with Polera, Ashtray Boy, The Goats, aMiniature.The 
Wrens and Brainiac. (BVH) 

($3.00 PPD to: P.O. Box 74647, Cedar Rapids, IA 52407) 

YUKO #3 

Kinda makes me think of a less serious Cometbus with cool comics and drawings 
and an attitude. Thumbs up! (RH) 

($0.25+2 stamps PO Box 322 Newark, DE 19711-0322) 

ZOOM #1 

Lots of graffiti photos mixed in with a Capitalist Casualties interview, a really, really 
REALLY old Minor Threat interview plus assorted ramblings. (RH) 

($1.00 16011 95th Ave SE Snohomish, WA 98290) 


















★KING SOUR " nipple" CD 

“....these 12 songs represent some of the best in a challenging genre." CMJ 
M .„. if you're the sort to marvel at complex rythmic interplay, jagged fretboard arpeggios, 
tandem lead/bass rifting, abrupt time signature changes, etc., this is for you and your 
bong-induced pleasure." OPTION a 

★MAO TSE HELEN debut 4-song EP \ 

Featuring members of the Alter Natives, Breadwinner, Hotel X, f ' ) 

and the Holy Rollers. C \ 


OCTOBER RELEASES — 

★BIO RITMO 

Debut full-length of salsa madness - 

from Richmond, VA. . 

★MAO TSE HELEN Sweet Love B/W Some Men 7" 

Distributed by Corn-Four, Scooby do, and Old Glory. 


(Outside US add 
$1,00 7" $2.50 CD) 


ALSO AVAILABLE (MAIL ORDER ONLY) 

THE ALTER NATIVES/BURMA JAM SPLIT 7" (gawa) 
king sour ElectricGafilta Fish b/W jonie loves 

CH00CHIE7’ (GAWA) 

SLIANG LAOS ALABAMA EGO B/W SHINING PATH 

(TENDERIZED) 

inertia "Bubonic Babbleon" 4-song 7" EP cvictrola) 
NUDIBRANCH "AUTOMATON" 4-SONG 7" EP 

All items mailorder or support your local indie dealer 

alternative record 3tore, band box, birdland music, books 3trings t 
ana things, the blue chair, criminal records, disc exchange, eat £ 
more records, factory records' fantasy, go discs, pier platters 3 
plan 9, pOindexter's, record stop, repo records, reptilian V: 

records, rocky mountain records, shoo 1 kid's, shangri-la, J* 

skinnies, smash, soundgarden, 3rd st. jazz, town & campus, w 

unicorn records, vinyl ink, wax 'n facts, wuxtery records $ 



ITS TIME TO HEAR SOME HAPPY MUSIC ! 


INNOVATIONS IN MUSIC VOLUME I 

DOUBLE 7" EDI OF 1000 FEATURING : 

BELLO LAMB / CONTAGIOUS DRIP 
MIND OVER MATTER / SCARAB 
SCIENCE DIET / TIN RIVER JUNCTION 


TIN RIVER JUNCTION 

'DRL'SK /.V SAX FRAS"b/\v "LACKI.I SIFR" - 7" EI)T. OK 500 
imagine: VERTIGO OR THE IIAI OOI I LIES SHARI SUM TING 
INTO THE SPACEMEN 3. ALTER INGESTING SEVERAL TABS 
OF ORANGE SUNSHINE SPACE TRASH NOISE! IS BORN ! 


BUBBLEGUM CRASH! 

FACTOR) HAUL CIXATIOX'V'A IIARI) DAY'S SIGHT’ - 7"EDT. Ol 500 
TWO SONGS THAT PACK MORI PUNCH THAN A SIX PACK Ol 
TCOI A MORI! HOOKS THAN GRANDPA'S TACK I I BOX ! 


HELLBENDER 

S/I DEBUT I III I LENGTH CD 
Ol HOPE. SONGS OF DESPAIR. SONGS I OR Cl IIX 

TIVEGUYS. THEY PUT I 111 EMO IN BEHEMOTH 


COMING SOON : 

NCE DIET - THRU THE IGLOO - CD 
THAN I.ED ZKP. TRIPPII R IT IAN PINK IT.OI I). 
ERE TUAN EUGA/.I ACID-CORE I HAT ROCKS ! 


BEHEMOTH SOUND RECORDINGS 

P.O. BOX 874 LINDENHURST , N.Y.11757 - 0874 E-MAIL - BeSOUND @ AOL.COM. 
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doc 

hopper 

Ask Your Mom, Doc Hopper’s 
long-awaited follow-up to their 
classic debut. CD and LP only. 

CD $9, LP $6, ppd in US. 
SASE for catalog. 


"TTH Raging 

-Ay e * t 

- ■ Records 

9 Maplecrest 

Newmarket NH 03857 


. & #■ 


SMIUNd TIIHOlKill IUU)KI:N I KI! III 


T-29CD CLOVIS 
"Smiling Through Broken Teeth" 
STRAIGHT UP ROCKIN' 



T-33 CD NO FUN AT ALL 
"No Straight Angles" 



T-24CD OUT OF ORDER 
'intentional Infliction Of Emotional 



IF YOU UKE PENNYWISE YOU'LL Distress" SKA-CORE AND MORE 
LOVE THIS-HARDER , FASTER , 


TIGHTER, THIS IS THE NEW BREED 



THESE CDs ARE $10.00 US/$13.00 WORLD US DOLLARS ONLY, NO TRADES 

CASH, CHECKS, M.O. TO THEOLOGIAN RECORDS 200 PIER AVE STE 2 HERMOSA BEACH, CA 90254 

DITRIBUTED BY CAROLI NE,SMASH,DUTCH EAST,REVOLVER,SUBTERRANEAN,SOUND CA.ROTZ AND OTHERS 






















new 


e c o r d s 


GIANTS CHAIR 

"Red and Clear" lp-$7 cd-$ 10 

CHRISTIE FRONT DRIVE 

All their stuff on one CD-$8 

OPIUM TAYLOR 

" Bov-white City" lp-$7 cd $8 

Don't forget the new 
Sideshow Ip/cd 

"Lip Read Confusion" 
on Fly daddy/Caulfield 


CflfU/fiWe/ 


r c_ c_ o 


r 4 5 



new address: 

P O B 8 4 3 2 3 Lincoln, 


N B 6 8 5 0 1 


Distributed by Lumberjack, Dutch East, Cargo, Revolver and other 
fine folks 


ATIQXHER WJJl EOJR THE TEAM! 



TWO POWERFUL FIGHT SONfiS FROM 
THIS RAY AREA TEAM, CONVE¬ 
NIENTLY CAPTURED ON A SEVEN 
INCH PHONOGRAPH RECORD. 

POSTAGE PUD PRICES: S3.00 U.S. S5.00 WORLD 
NO CHECKS! CASH OR MONEY ORDER ONLY MAKE 
PAYABLE TO STEVEN CHAMBERLAIN. WORLD DISTRO 
BY MORDAM. NICE GUY PLAYED BY JOHN YATES. 

UNSOUND ★ SYSTEMS 
POST OFFICE BOX 12641 
BERKELEY, CA 94712 



yjOM. 
ft o.uu.\ 
toxLayJ 



SHTfAiS 

V 


S&oe/tonn 

VUtnifaaiOK 


Some of the labels we carry* 

Artmonk Construction 
Victory 
Doghouse 
Ebullition 
Revelation 
Initial 
Old Glory 
Dark Empire 
Conguer the World 
Jade Tree 
Seven One Seven 
New Age 
Rhetoric 
Significant 
Foresight 
Caulfield 
Watermark 
Engine 

Gem Blandsten 
Lost and Found 
Moo Cow 
We Bite America 
Lookout 
plus many more... 


For the low price of just thirty 
two cents (one stamp), we will 
mail you a complete catalog. 


Write to us at: 

Shoehorn Distribution 
P.O. Box 157 
Sunbury, PA. 
17801-0157 

or call us at: 
f717)988-0494 
shoehorn Dpennet.net 


For the best In your floor 
stomping needs... 
























THE MR T EXPERIENCE 
["EVERYONE'S ENTITLED 
TO THBR OWN OPINION" 
LPCSCD 


THE MB IEXPERENCE 

"ALTERNATIVE IS HERE TO STAY" 7"H» COER 


r CITIZEN FISH 
"MILLBiA MADNESS' 
LPCSCD 


2XLPCSCD 




voo^ovn^ 


I "A SLICE OF LBUON" VARIOUS ARTISTS 
• KILLROCKSTARS/LOOKOUTI SPLIT 2XLP 2XCD 


ism 


POTHTOMEN & CUB SPLIT 
MINT/LOOKOUT SPLIT 7"EP CDEP 


THE INVALIDS 
k "PUNKER 
9^ THAN MR’ 
m 7"ep 


WORST CASE 

SCENARIO 

T'EP 


THE PEECHEES 
"SCENTED GUM" 
7"EP 


SQUIBTGUiM 
"Giddy & Glum" 


appears on 

LK118 "Shenanigans” 


The HI-HVES 
"Love You Better 


appears on 

LK 113 "Welcome To My Mind 

..isnaas 


The MR T EXPERIENCE 
"Semi Ok" 

appears on 


The QUEERS 
"Next Stop Rehab" 


LK 106 "And Hie Women Who 
Love Them" _ 


ears on 

114 "Move Back Home 
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Subscriptions To Punk Planet Available!!! 

Tired of running out to the nearest town that has PP? Tired of not finding PP where you found it 
before? Just plain tired??? Get PP sent directly to your mailbox!! 

Subscriptions are for one full year for the extra-cheap price of: 

USA first class 18.00, Canada and Mexico airmail 18.00 
Overseas surface mail 18.00, Europe and UK airmail 30.00, 

Elsewhere airmail 36.00 

Send check (US subscriptions only) or money order made out to Vital Music Mailorder (not 

Punk Planet ) or well concealed cash to: 

Vital Music Mailorder PO Box 20247 NYC , NY 10021-0064 

All issues are sent safely and discreetly in a plain manila envelope. 


Become a PP Distributor! 

Having trouble finding Punk Planet?? Don’t complain to us, we rely on people just like your 
self to distribute PP to your town, so why not pick up a bunch to distro?? 

Our consignment rates are: 

1-5 copies $2.00 each up front 
6-10 copies $1.00 each up front 
11+ copies $1.00 each 60 days consignment 

So mail your order in (with checks made out to JULIA COLE) to: 

Punk Planet PO Box 1711 Hoboken, NJ 07030-9998 

Or, if you’re ordering 11+, just call it in at: 

(312)227-6114 

Remember, we’re counting on you!! (well, kinda) 


Back Issues Available!! 

Did you miss out on any issues of PP?? Don’t feel bad, a lot of people did, but now you 
can order backissues and get those coveted ‘Old School Points’ 

PPI interviews with Gravity Records and Samiam. Short stones by Larry Livermore and Leah Ryan. Plus, an article on Touch & 
Go Records and much morel! 56 pages 

PP2 interviews with Rancid, Lagwagon, J Church, and Cool Beans Fanzine & BBS. An article on the Christian anti-queer move¬ 
ment Short stories by Larry Livermore and Jose Moya. Plus much, much more!!! 64 pages, 

PP4 interviews with Brett from Epitaph about his label's business practices. An interview with Allied Recordings, and an interview with 
a punk living with AIDS. Short stories by Leah Ryan ond Eena Whitesell. And , as always, much much morel! 80 pages ■ 

PPS interviews with Bikini Kill Huggy Bear, ond the Queers. Short stones by Darren Cahr r Ammi Keller, & Chris Walls. An artide on the MC5. 
Plus all the fun that you've come to expea from Punk Planet columns, reviews, DIY & MORE!! 80 pages. 

PP6 interviews with No FX, Mary Lou Lord, Capitalist Casualties, and Fakir Musafar Stories by Larry Livermore, Leah Ryan and Brian 
CzamikAn arvde on folk must (/), cartoons, columns, reviews &much more. You missed the free Red Aunts ffexi, though... sucker! 96 pages 


PP7 the one year anniversary issue lnt( 
An artide on the NBA & an article on Pi, 


PP8 interviews with Red/ 
The controversial article on I 


Kerosene 454, &RudyVandeeians. Stories by Oberic & Tim Norris, 
note more more 1 .! 96 pgs 

Kmears. Stories by William Pugmire, Andy Cornell, Eric Feingoid & David Moran. 
fmtmetyjPlus comics, columns, DIY and much much much more, 104 pgs. 


All backissues are Two Dollars Each. 

they are available from: 

Punk Planet PO Box 1711 Hoboken, NJ 07030-9998 

yo. make checks out to Julia Cole, not Punk Planet you!! 


















From: 

To: 

Punk Planet 

— 

PO Box 1711 


Hoboken, NJ 

• 

07030-9998 

-_ — 









